An Elderly 
hentleman 
and Four Lovers 


a novella by Roscoe Forthright 


I'm Nobody! Who are you? 
Are you — Nobody — too? 
Then there's a pair of us! 


Don't tell! they'd advertise — you know! 


How dreary — to be — Somebody! 
How public — like a Frog — 
To tell one's name — the livelong June — 


To an admiring Bog! 


Emily Dickinson 1830-1886 
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Preface 

Some stories need to be written to be believed, to be read 
twice before the meaning is clear. When a story presents 
ideas far removed from the ordinary life of most people, the 
story struggles to remain credible. Such stories require the 
same active imagination readers bring to fantasy and sci-fi. 
A non-fictional story which elucidates new views of reality 
requires just as much imagination as escapist fiction. In 
2022, in the United States of America, a story which 
presents joyful and delirious group sex, and offers spiritual 
enlightenment, and accurate descriptions of God, all within 
the same narrative...such a story will be seen by most 
readers as too incredible to believe. Those readers will say 
to themselves, “Oh, that is nonsense. That cannot possibly 
be true. Such things never happen.” 

Our story of erotic love and spiritual enlightenment, steamy 
sex between as 65-year-old man and three beautiful 
women in their late 20s and early 30s, our story could be 
read as romance fantasy, but in truth remains an accurate 
history of four people across ten years of their lives. Your 
author has done his utmost to record events in precise 
detail, as a serious journalist would write a thoroughly 
researched feature story, as a scientist would document 


laboratory observations and field observations. 
Having done my utmost to report the facts in detail, I leave 


it to readers to respond as they wish to respond to the 


information I present. Believe what you wish to believe. 
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I present accurate information in the form of a novella. 
Fiction is for the meck. Reality itself is perhaps the largest, 


most unexplainable mystery of all centuries. 
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Codie remembers each motel room in which they shot erotic 
videos, and remembers the chronological sequence of the 
rooms. The existent videos remain, to show a heart-shaped 
whip slapping her firm, tan fanny, and the elderly 
gentleman sucking her nipples, while his fingers submerge 
into her vagina. Other videos show her jacking his modest- 
size, enthusiastic erection, and we see her orgasm, using her 
buzzing tunnel-drilling vibrator, as the gentlemen gushes 
thick creamy semen across her belly. 

These were the origins of their loving relationship: an older 
man purchasing a young woman's time and her erotic effort 
to create videos other men might watch, and masturbate to. 
This is so common over the past forty years as to be banal. 
Unimportant in most everyone's estimation. Most especially 
the young women who are there to collect cash, and forget 
the erotic events entirely within minutes. Codie remembers 
the rooms, and sequence of rooms, because from the first 
time she took off her clothes with this particular elderly 
gentlemen, she knew this was not an ordinary, banal 

erotic film shoot. Something else was going on. This man 
was after something far more personal than exaggerated 
and cinematic orgasmic events. Erotic entertainment was 
not the goal. Erotic entertainment was incidental, almost 
accidental, a byproduct of intelligent and loving humans 


having joyful sex with each other. 
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Eva spent eight years as an erotic dancer, pole dancing, lap 
dancing for men in dark rooms, under absurd working 
conditions. Eva being slightly older than Codie has had 
more experience with horny men in live shows and porn 
videos. Eva remembers far less than Codie about the details 
or places or time sequences of sexual events. Most were for 
the specific purpose of making money. She is far less 
organized with her erotic modeling and porn career than 
Codie, and generally forgets most every sex act she has 
experienced. Those things are unimportant to her. The 
money she makes is important, and the only reason she 
shows up. The important part of her life is her three boys: 
seven, nine and fourteen. Their fathers either dead or long 
gone. Eva raises her boys with various boyfriends, some 
with children of their own. She attempts to create stability 
under nearly impossible economic, and fluctuating 
romantic circumstances. The elderly gentlemen is therefore, 
a reliable person, a person she can count on, a reliable 
source of income in the general randomness of her life. 


Alexander provides financial and romantic stability. 


Being a clever filmmaker, our elderly gentlemen created 
several films with Eva, in which she is fucked to distraction 
and thorough satisfaction by a handsome, muscular young 
man, with a pleasant personality, and a truly miraculous 
long, thick, exquisite cock. He pounds and pounds inside 


her. He spurts loads of semen inside her. 
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In other videos he gushes semen into her mouth. Eva had 
many off-camera orgasms with this young man, but feels 
lucky she did not pursue a romance with him. He lost his 
self-control, sliding into alcohol and drugs, now at 30 
looking more like a skin-sagging 50 year old rag doll. 

Kim was a minor porn star in her 20s, and ten years later 
remembers even less than Eva, about this or that particular 
sexual event. The existent films are the ample evidence of 
extravagant erotic events. Legs wide open, surrounded by 
five men with five erections, one cock in each hand, jacking 
and sucking those cocks; one cock pumping hard into her 
pussy, and two men jacking-off, rubbing their erections on 
her belly and breasts. And that is only one short example in 
Kim’s archive of porn. Pumped in the ass, pumped in the 
mouth, pumped in the vagina, six ways to Sunday, there are 
few realms of hetero, lesbian and bondage sexuality which 
remained unexplored in Kim's short career in X-rated adult 
cinema. Realizing early-on what complete rat-fuck 
bastards most porn producers are, she got out of the 
business, and began finding her own jobs, within her own 
rational and practical limitations. This worked well. She 
lives with a man who knows all about her erotic way of 
making money, and he has no problem with that. He has a 
well-paid job in social services, so they live well. There is 
no question at all about their love for each other, and Kim's 
love for her husband. Neither of them count the cocks she 
has swallowed, nor the cocks she continues to swallow. 


Those cocks are laughably irrelevant. 
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They are only relevant as a reliable source of income, with 


many repeat customers. 


Olivia was a busy hooker between the age of 16 and 25 
years old. From age twenty onwards, she was a well-paid, 
exclusive Las Vegas, LA, New York City, Dallas and Atlanta 
hooker. She took cock in her mouth, in her tight pussy, in 
her anus, and earned hundreds of thousands of dollars 
doing so. At 19 years old she bought a house in Las Vegas, 
and paid in cash, with many stacks of crisp hundred-dollar 
bills. As an alcoholic, this lifestyle soon fell apart entirely, 
all the cash spent, all three Mercedes towed to junkyards 
after spectacular car accidents. She moved back to Seattle, 
making good money in a smaller market, her love 
relationships always unstable from the prior and horrid 


abuse of her late teens. 


Then she got pregnant one Halloween night, sperm from a 
black man with a marvelous cock, the cock unfortunately 
attached to a worthless loser, a person no rational woman 
would want to turn into a father. With her new baby, she 
made the courageous choice to give up the hooker business. 
She went into the restaurant business and within two years 
was a manager in an expensive, upscale Bellevue location. 


Alexander met her two years before she got pregnant. 
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Alexander is our elderly gentleman. Alexander’s varied life 
could easily fill a three-volume novel, full of youthful vigor, 
danger, adventure, struggle, disappointments, trouble with 
the law, failure, destitution, rise to financial stability, and 
further actions advancing to wealth and minor celebrity, 
with artistic accomplishments, with provable genius head 
and shoulders above the other music composers of the 21* 
century. Such a novel, with clearly articulated drama and 
character descriptions could only be written by Charles 
Dickens or Alexandre Dumas. Your author, entirely aware 
of his limitations, makes no attempt fo encompass the social, 
political, and economic epoch, zeitgeist, and personal 
history of our elderly gentleman. 

Your author is also aware of the short attention—-spans of 
many 21* Century readers. Few young people want to read 
a realistic epic tale. In truth, most 21“ Century readers 
expect and demand a concision which Charles Dickens, 
Alexandre Dumas and even Mark Twain would find 
impossible. The concision of the text-message. The 
concision of the tweet. Not a whole lot of worthwhile 
literary content can be squeezed into those formats. Though 
those formats remain the most popular form of 
contemporary literature, read by hundreds of millions 

of people every day. Readers under 50 years old often have 
no interest in the lives of elderly gentlemen. They want 
complete fantasy, or stories about young people, people like 
themselves, doing things, going places, having fun, and 


making lots of money. 
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Juicy gossip and fantasy sexual adventures are always more 
popular than stories of older men boinking beautiful young 
women. Many readers will have little patience for the 
artistic, musical and literary accomplishments, the 
philosophic ideas, the worldview and personal self- 
definitions of our leading man, our Alexander, the composer 
of classical music, symphonies, concertos, and string 
quartets. For most people, classical music is not important, it 
is one of many styles of music which provide the 
background wallpaper, the subliminal soundtrack of their 
lives, as they create play-lists on YouTube, Spotify or 
Pandora. Most people behave as if all music, and all 
entertainment should be magically free. As if musicians 
and composers do not have any bills to pay. 

Any specific, living composer of classical music is less 
relevant than a postman or a garbage collector. No one 
would complain, or even notice if all composers went on 
strike, refusing to write one more note. And why pay them 
anything at all? 

For these reasons our descriptions of the elderly gentleman, 
Alexander, will be concise, avoiding intellectually 
adventurous lapses into social, religious, political, economic, 
and artistic philosophy. Though philosophic self—definitions 
are serious concerns to Alexander, as serious as the writings 
of Mein Kampf, Soren Kierkegaard, Friedrich Nietzsche, 
John Locke; as spiritually inquisitive as Christianity, Islam, 
Judaism, Buddhism, Hinduism, as shimmering with insight 


as Sufism and the Baha’i. 
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Alexander has read and enjoyed many of the teachings of 
these religions. He finds each one of the major religions 
ultimately unsatisfying, offering only partial, and much 
distorted narrow views of reality. Likewise with the famous 
philosophers, he finds their writing self-confident and self- 
congratulatory, overly pleased with their rigorous logic and 
stunning use of language, many being sophisticated 
thinkers and exquisite writers, but all-in-all even the best of 
them describe reality with half-truths. It appears the major 
philosophers cared more about elegant turns of phrase, and 
witty rhetoric, than they cared about detailed and accurate 
descriptions, and useful descriptions of reality. There is a 
reason why most people do not read books of philosophy: 
few of the well-crafted witty ideas are useful in their daily 
lives. And of course, these intellectual details do not matter 
to our story, nor to Alexander’s four young lovers. In 
contrast to the physical beauty of his four young lovers, 
Alexander is not remarkable to look at. He is a generally 
quiet man with a pleasant demeanor. 65-years-old, 
moderately handsome in face, moderately portly in body- 
shape, wide shoulders, muscular chest and rather short legs, 
making some people to assume he was a sailor, close to the 
deck, able to fit in small spaces. His head is entirely bald in 
the middle, with thick, wavy black hair to each side, falling 
shoulder length, but usually bound up tightly with a 
hairband pulled into a ponytail or a small bun on the nape 
of his neck. His beard is neatly trimmed short, nearly white 


in all places. 
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His most noticeable feature being his sparkling, joyful eyes 
full of mischief, radiating an enthusiasm for life, a sense of 
pleasure and humor with his daily existence. Of all his 
physical qualities, his sparkling, joyful dark brown eyes 
cause the vaginae of Codie, Eva, Kim, and Olivia to quickly 
tingle wet. Their wetness being a spontaneous response, 
surprising even to themselves. For his part, Alexander 

is overwhelmed with the beauty of his lovers. His text 
messages to Codie reveal the depth and imagination of his 


love and sexual desire for her: 


“My angel Codie, this text is a love poem, so read it slowly. 

I am describing something you may not have known before. 
Something new in this moment. This moment and every 
moment we share, can turn our minds and bodies into time 
machines. Each second of each day, each day of each 
month, each month we share, our love can be a decade. Ten 
whole years condensed into thirty days of shared joy. 

This is not possible for people who are too busy, or people 
who love in shallow ways. This is possible when your vagina 
is wet for me, and I am thick for you. In those moments our 
love can be eternal. 

And this is not just a romantic, poetic idea. Sex is only a 
launch-pad, an ignition sequence for a time machine. 

I invite you to open your love fully, to open your body fully, 
to enjoy my immense love for you completely, with many 
orgasms. Your own delicious orgasms are only the starting 


point. They launch the time machine, the eternal starship. 
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Only you can do this. I need you because I need the eternal 
love inside you. Our own bodies become time machines and 
starships, charting constellations. My orgasms are only fuel 
for the starship. Your orgasms launch us and become a 
complete navigational system! Your vibrators and dildos 
control the switches and time-warp devices. Well-lubed, 
fully charged, and ready for celestial exploration. All this 
can happen when we are naked together. And that is 


enough poetry for one day!” 


The following day, Alexander continues with another text 
message: 

“I have been thinking more about the Time Machine. When 
we are fully aroused together, making time stand still, and 
later when we remember those moments... we create a 
Time Machine. I want to say more about why you, and our 
sexy trio, are so important. I don't want to “date” women. 
Often within a few conversations, I decide which women to 
eliminate from my romantic and sexual imagination. Most 
women bore me to tears. No real fault of their own. They are 
simply, inherently uninteresting. 

Many smart women engage my mind, but remain dumpy to 
look at, and I have no sexual interest in them. Many 
sexually attractive women, offer nothing else of value. In 
both cases, I refuse to have sex with women, when my 


attraction is superficial. 
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For those reasons, over the past five years, I have had sex 
only with you, Eva, Kim and Olivia. Other women I look at 
a few times, then ignore completely. I do not have time or 
money to waste dating sexy females who are dumb as rocks, 
nor smart women with no sexual appeal. I want nothing 
more than my current four lovers. I do not see this 
changing at all during the next five years, unless you, and 
the other girls lose interest, or simply don't want to have sex 


with me anymore.” 


Cody, Kim, Eva and Olivia often do not respond at all to text 
messages, like those above. They simply do not know what 
to say. In their minds, Alexander is having some romantic 
fantasy, which they do not fully understand. They have no 
reason to participate in his fantasies, except for the cash he 
generously provides, every time they have sex together. 
The cash began as payment for their participation in his 
erotic videos, and now is simply his large cash donation to 
their wallets. Cash for sex. Maybe. Sometimes they see it 
that way. Other days, they completely enjoy being with 
Alexander, and the cash is a nice bonus, a contribution to 
their monthly income. A gift of his love for them, and 
understood that way. With Alexander, the three women 


never feel like hookers. 
Each reader may decide for themselves, whether cash 


delivered before or after sex defines or mandates a 


prostitution relationship. 
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Codie prefers inserting her toys. And makes piles of money 
as boys love to make still images and videos of her having 
orgasms with toys inside her. She travels across the U.S. 
three weeks each month, here and there, for boys to enjoy 
her firm young nude body having orgasms. There is no 
accurate way to measure the volume of semen which gets 
spurted each month, nor the total annual volume each year, 
joyful gushes caused by her enthusiasm and beauty. 

Eva prefers a small vibrator, comfortable in her hand, lightly 
touching her clitoris. On her back, on her knees bent over 
fanny high in the air, standing, or sitting in chairs, the small 
vibrator does the job. Of course, boy's fingers and boy's 
cocks are also welcome. There are many varieties of sexual 
action equally orgasmic, with penises pounding inside her 
vagina. Gushing cream in her mouth. Having Codie or Kim 
in the bed, along with Alexander makes the orgasms so 
much sweeter! 

Kim prefers a cock in her mouth. Truthfully, Kim loves a 
wide variety of sexual positions. A full cockhead feels 
delicious on her tongue, she loves the warmth and texture, 
the firmness and strength of a full-erect cock. Of course, a 
young, thick cock in her anus or pumping her vagina from 
behind are also great pleasures. It is the intimacy of a cock 
in her mouth which pleases her most , cocks elsewhere 
seem far away be comparison. Cum on her face. 

And oh, those final, urgent blasts of cream, gushes of semen 
on her tongue, filling her mouth, slippery down her throat... 


Oh, nothing equals that joy! 
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She smiles warmly up at Alexander as he stands or kneels 
above her, with his semen on her lips and tongue. And long, 
long sessions of vaginal licking. For this reason, a typical 


txt-message from Alexander to Kim looks like this: 


@ (0) 41 = Mele) 4[-) 


11:10 AM 





Oh, Kim. | want to lick 
your vagina until the 
cows come home. ¥% 


Ya fe ts ve. fp | hope 
that is ok with you. 


6:11 AM 


@ mtclarcMme)mecelUl e-Mail 


9:06 AM 


Olivia prefers a busy tongue, lapping her vagina. Fifteen, 
twenty, or twenty-five minutes of non-stop oral stimulation 
is always the most satisfying sexual experience for Olivia. 
And Alexander is glad to help. He tells Olivia he is not 


satisfied until his lips are numb. 
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He formed the habit of licking her pussy for long durations 
because of her moans, sighs and whimpers, her capacity for 
extended pleasure. At times, her joy will rise to peaks, very 
close to orgasm, then recede, then peak again, many times. 
Sometimes Olivia comes loudly. Sometimes she does not 
come at all, and that is entirely OK with her, as many 
minutes of exquisite joy have occurred even without a full- 
on orgasm. 

There is a lesson Alexander learned in his 30s and used to 
great advantage in his 40s and 50s: Sustained pleasure, 
held-back orgasms or no orgasms at all during moments of 
interaction with delicious lovers. Salty cream can be saved- 
up, held back for some future moment, when ecstatic jolting 
blasts of semen satisfy his needs, and bring joy to his lovers. 
Often they are well satisfied with their husbands and 
boyfriends. So coming with Alexander is an extra bonus, 
and there is no pressure to deliver anything at all. Here too, 
is a lesson in the value of quiet love affairs outside one's 
main romantic relationship. Extra bonuses in relaxed 
conditions, with not one unreasonable expectation as far as 


the eye can see. 


The central issue in the lives of Codie, Eva, Kim and Olivia 
has not been sex or romantic relationships. As with most 
people in most places, the central issue has been money. 
From age 15 forward the most urgent concern each day, 
week, month and year has been and continues to be: 


Where is the cash? With steady jobs, with free-lance work? 
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How do I make enough cash to meet the ever increasing 


economic demands of my place and time? 


This was also the major issue for Alexander from age 25 
until age 50. Between those years, most of his attention was 
focused on the relentless demands of earning money. 

Our civilization, locally, and now globally, is brutal and 
relentless in its demands for more and more volumes of 
cash. To live comfortably, most people must bow fo, and be 
content with various forms of economic slavery. How much 
of a slave you are is obvious during those periods when one 
has no job. 

The three beautiful young women solved the problem in the 
most convenient way possible: Getting paid cash for taking 
off their clothes. Getting paid even more cash for having 
sex on camera. Getting paid piles of cash for having sex 
with men and women who had good jobs, or inherited large 
bank accounts. In sex work, when done intelligently, the 
dollar amounts were staggering when compared to the jobs 
available to most people. At 21, Olivia was earning as much 
each year as an average heart surgeon. 

All three women are fully aware of the limitations of sex 
work, Specifically, the short shelf-life of their firm young 
bodies. Nearing 30, or just past 30, they know sex work 
and nude modeling work will diminish quickly, and be 
impossible within the next five years. Few horny men and 
women with piles of cash want a 45 year old woman when 


they can have an 17 to 24 year old woman. 
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This is a fact of sexual human nature. Why do sexual 
equally gender-neutral, age-friendly, fat-friendly liberal 
Democrat virtue-signalers pretend otherwise? Even many 


LGBTQ persons prefer slender, sexually charged youth. 


Having moved into the sex-work business before getting a 
college education, the girls are at a disadvantage in many 
careers. Though, they all avoided the slave-making trap of 
student loans. The corporate business world does not 
recognize the practical experience of their work as 
independent business-women, the hard work and planning 
required to make hundreds of thousands of dollars servicing 
the sexual needs of men. The girls often had, and still have 
busy schedules, flying from major city to major city, to make 
money from customers they found on the internet. 

None of that expertise looks good on a resume for high- 
paying jobs at major corporations. Just as Alexander’s 
ability to compose symphonies, concertos and string 
quartets meant nothing at all to any employer in the Pacific 
Northwest. He got jobs by virtue of his sales experience in 
the record business, the record business which became 
obsolete when people stopped buying CDs, when most 
physical records stores closed, and the mp3 and the internet 
became the marketplace for all recorded music. And there 
was no longer any large amounts of cash to be made from 
recorded music. Alexander was forced to adapt to the new 
situation, and spent 15 years working 18 different sales jobs 


for small and large companies in and around Seattle. 
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Then he discovered the one remaining place where 
recorded music is valuable: The movies. Licensing music 
into films, TV and advertising remains the only place left to 


make a living with music recordings. And he jumped on it. 


Using his music knowledge and business skills, Alexander 
created an income large enough to pay all his bills, and 
large enough to support the economic needs of four young 
women. Though, at this writing the women make plenty of 
cash on their own, and have access to the cash of their 
boyfriends and husbands as well. 

Alexander is eternally grateful to the workings of fate, 
which allow him to have sex with the beautiful, young, firm 
wives and lovers of other men, without shouldering the full 
economic burden of those husbands and lovers. He 
whimsically wonders, “How long will this go on? At some 
point, the girls will not need my money, and my penis will 
no longer get hard enough to require their presence in my 
bed. What happens when I can no longer get it up, and 
their bank accounts are stable?” He is not sad about this. 
He regards this future as inevitable. And this adds urgency 
to each moment he spends with each woman. He knows the 
playful, joyful, entirely satisfying sex he has with these girls, 
one at a time, or in threesomes and foursomes.... he knows 


these will all be fond memories, impossible to recreate. 


Alexander expects the girls will walk away and never look 
back. 
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This would not surprise him at all. While their affection 
for him is honest, and their pussies currently get wet in his 
presence, the main focus of their lives is their boyfriends, 
husbands and their children. Within the next ten years, 
Alexander knows, all four women will walk away and not 
look back. And probably stop responding to his texts and 


emails. 
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The story of Alexander’s struggle to earn money, and the 
girls' struggle to earn money is equal to, and no greater 
than, the struggle hundreds of millions of people live with 
each year in most places. Those people have found few 
solutions to the problem of earning money. Tens of 
thousands of people in the U.S. and in Europe find no viable 


solutions across their entire lifetimes. They remain poor. 
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Tens of millions of people in India and China find no viable 
solutions. Those millions remain poor. These are global 
facts, under-reported, pointless and generally considered 
irrelevant by the economic and political oligarchs who 
currently sit at the top of the power pyramid of our global 


civilizations. 


The behavior of the global elite show clearly their desire to 
remain the global elite, for this generation and for their own 
well-kept children and grandchildren. The pervasive 
economic struggle of tens of millions of people has little 
effect on their lives, and only becomes a problem when 
rebellions occur (as with the union strike in India, union 
workers shutting down the entire nation on 26 November 
2020.) 


For the elite, such rebellions are bumps in the road. The 
global elite are smug. They know a general strike as in 
India would not occur in any other nation. U.S. labor unions 
are weak by comparison, as are most unions in European 
nations. Men like Vladimir Putin and Xi Jinping would 
laugh at idea. Such rebellions are easily squashed in their 


nations. We live in a global civilization of economic slaves. 


@ 
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Wisdom, Strength and Beauty are symbolic ideas from 
Freemasonry. Three qualities of our minds, which allow us 
to create and sustain worthwhile artistic, social and business 
actions. Wisdom to create, Strength to support and Beauty to 
adorn all great undertakings, especially meaningful to the 
physical and moral Masonic Lodges, as well as spiritual 
goals of Freemasonry. 

These qualities of mind are inherently useful. Alexander’s 
four lovers use wisdom to decide the bast way to make 
money from the sexual desire of heterosexual boys, lesbian 
and bisexual women. They use wisdom to pick and choose, 
and control action of the money-paying jobs they create. 
The girls use strength to get the jobs done, to be there on 
time, and put up with the minor and major character flaws 
of photographers and erotic filmmakers. To put up with 
character flaws in general. And strength to spend hours 
and hour and hour building the customer lists, and flying 
off to distant cities. The girls rely on there inherent beauty 
and supplement that beauty with tasteful makeup and 
pleasing personalities. The girls with the most pleasant 
demeanor most often makes more money than everyone 


else. 
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A short philosophy lesson from the lives of four women, 
skilled in teasing and taking their clothes off. 

It is remarkable to notice across human history, Beauty, 
proves itself essential to human happiness. We require 
beauty in ten thousand different forms. Architectural 
without beauty include Soviet-era massive housing projects, 
and modern U.S. multi-family apartment complexes, and 
those trendy apartments stacked high above retail stores. 

As if utilitarianism was the most sacred goal of human 


existence. 


Unlike his four lovers, Alexander’s use of wisdom, strength 
and beauty has never focused on making money from the 
sexual needs of heterosexual boys, nor bisexual and lesbian 
women. His erotic films were designed to entertain, fo make 
some people laugh, to encourage a handful of people to 
think about the social and economic ideas being discussed 
(sometimes ideas read aloud by a young woman as her 
vagina was being licked.) No money was ever made on any 
of his films, not for lack of viewers. These days there is so 
much porn available, most viewers don't need to spend one 


thin dime on porn videos. Live sex is a different matter. 


Alexander considers making money from the sexual needs 
of people as rational, reliable an moral as making money 
from any other human need: food, water, heat, electricity, 
internet connections, shelter, clothing and all forms of 


entertainment. Innate needs are eternally profitable. 
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Billions of dollars are made each year by satisfying various 
innate human needs, and inventing new “needs” (those 
goods and services are propagandized as needs, but are 
actually irrelevant, like potato chips.) The qualities which 
make economic transactions immoral include, but are not 
limiting to the following: Theft, coercion, deliberate greed 
on the part of the seller, slave-making (that is, turning 
people into economic slaves during the process of satisfying 
their needs, as with opium and cigarette addictions.) Also, 
the creation of oligarchs, the elite who make billions and 
share very little of that money with the workers, and 
squeeze their customers for more money at every 


opportunity. 


There are immense opportunities for immoral behavior 
whenever one person sells another person goods or services. 
We notice or generally superficial forms of civilization 
allow a small elite to enslave, use and discard, millions of 
fellow citizens, a constant churn one generation the next, 
each new generation raised to be obedient slaves. In such a 
civilization actual Equality, Freedom, Free Will and Self- 
Determination become nearly impossible for tens of millions 
of people. And spiritual Oneness becomes a joke in poor 
taste. Universal Oneness among hundreds of millions of 
people, across diverse culture cannot exist, and is 
considered by most to be a fantasy. Love between individual 
people, and people in small groups thrives, and proves 


people are capable of spiritual love, but larger forms of 
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human love, Oneness even within a nation or ethnic group 
remains small in its expression. Deeply felt, motivating love 
often extends no further than close family and friends. A 
love of nation, or humankind, often becomes poorly defined, 
often stock phrases from this or that propaganda ideal. The 
larger Oneness spoken of in religions and in some 
philosophies finds little practical application, and remains 
an impossible fantasy in the daily lives of most people. 
However, even with intellectual and cultural dismissals, 
Oneness is experienced in deeply felt moments, unguarded 
moments, when intellectual and cultural propaganda takes 
a short vacation, when urgent daily needs have been 
satisfied and people sit quietly looking up at stars. In those 
moment hundreds of millions of people experience Spiritual 
Reality, and Universal Oneness, and most are at a loss to 
bring those joyful, calm moments into their daily lives. Our 
civilization negates Oneness in almost every way, and 
reinforces separateness, doubt, fear, tribalism and 
superficial connections to each other and to the world in 


which we live. 


Alexander has the wisdom to notice these fact of social 
existence, and attempt to assess then clearly. He chooses a 
course of personal action to make use of the known facts, 
using his creative imagination to invent new ways of 
living within the harsh limitations of our civilization, ways 
to reduce the economic slavery of the people around him, 


and ways encourage our elite to dismantle the slave system. 
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It is in fact, the current sons and daughters of the elite, who 
are mostly like to invent new ways to run our civilization, 
new ways to serve the daily needs of billions of people, 
without turning most of those people into slaves. The mass 
of citizens have no leadership for this cause at the present 
time. 99.999% of all world leaders from all nation earnestly 
push the old agendas, promoting a small ruling class to 
make all the big decisions for everyone else, and extort as 
much wealth as possible from everyone else. This is 
standard procedure. Only a few children of the ruling class, 
with new ideas can invent and propagate significant 


change. 


The scholars, think-tanks, famous and non-famous authors, 
all those smart people and more, have no power to create 
change. They just talk about change for decades, and 
accomplish nothing at all. Some live respectable lives at 
major universities and no significant change occurs in the 


overall setup, the now-global setup of economic slavery. 


Alexander has the wisdom to notice the vast difference 
between the ad copy, the marketing brochures and 
campaign promises of 21* Century civilization, and the 
actual results of economic slavery in the daily lives of most 
citizens. Free will, freedom of choice, freedom of 
movement, freedom of speech become diminished to 
propaganda slogans, and barely exist in many parts of the 


world, in many parts of the United States of America. 
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It take actual wisdom, not chatty propaganda, to invent 
ways to improve people's live, to make substantial changes 
in forms of economics, political and educational systems. 
Substantial and long-lasting positive change requires good 
ideas, and getting millions of people on-board with the good 
ideas. Revolutions always fail because the get people on- 
board with bad ideas, and those bad ideas are pushed 
forward as the only possible future for civilization. The elite 
of every civilization has always known this. In the US. after 
World War II, a set of fantasy ideas was pushed forward, 
through the curriculum of universities and colleges. Some 
of the economic and social ideas worked, many failed 
miserably. Colleges and universities are still used to push 
the prevailing agenda of the elite, these days mostly Liberal 


Democratic elite, full of nonsense and half-truths. 


Economic slaves are created and controlled in precisely that 
manner. The prevailing economic and political agendas are 
pushed forward, as the only possible way to view human 
civilization, The giant lies offered are as giant as ever! Our 
deeply flawed civilization is not analyzed with wisdom. A 
modern Boris Pasternak could write another Dr. Zhivago 
novel, about the failures and lies of our 21" Century U.S., 
with lies no less rancid than the lies of revolutionary Russia, 
and the Soviet Era which followed. Most citizens of the U.S. 
do not wish to look closely at our giant lies. College 
professors, who propagate the current lies, have no 


motivation to speak up. No method to create change. 
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As recently as fifty years ago, independent voices were 
published in widely distributed books and magazines, 

Those publications no longer exist. Few thoughtful, rational 
voices can be found online. Those few voices are buried 
deep, unable gain a large audience of any kind. The 
suppression of ideas is now a result of hundreds of 
thousands of worthless pages of information available to all, 
and no viable way to sort those pages, to find the ten or 


twenty worthwhile thinkers and writers. 


Therefore, the only mass information is the propaganda 
information. Other information is buried too deep for most 


people to find. Never heard of. Never read. 


It take wisdom to assess and create, and strength and 
courage to write the new idea on paper. Alexander knows 
before he has completed one single page: Few people will 
ever see his ideas. Even the best of his ideas will get no 
where, because the systems for the distribution of ideas have 
nearly failed. Only one or two books each year get 
published and distributed to audiences over 1000 people in 
size. Alexander know before he has completed one page, 
less than 1000 people are likely to read his work. He has no 
clout within the established purveyors of ideas, within 


colleges and universities, within the popular press. 


Alexander considers this situation and realizes Beauty is 


essential fo the creation of his form of literature. 


O30 


Colleges, universities, the popular press and all government 
reports fail because they lack beauty. Beauty is able to 
encompass more human spirit, and therefore present a 
more accurate view of reality than most documents full of 
facts and pie charts, and missing essential and large 


descriptions of reality. 


When wisdom, strength and beauty combine, intuitional 
leaps become possible and normal, spiritual revelation 
become possible, creative imagination carries more value 
than any Congressional Committee Report, more forward 
looking, more useful. It is Beauty which convinces millions 
of people of the validity of good ideas. Not facts and pie- 
charts. Those few people who acknowledge the global 
problem of economic slavery, and wish to do something 


about if, will rely on Beauty to communicate ideas. 


Without Beauty, big national statements look like this, even 


in the United States of America: 


“Report to the Eighteenth National Congress of the 
Communist Party of China on November 8, 2012 


Hu Jintao's Report. 
Comrades, 


I now wish to deliver the following report to the 


Eighteenth National Congress of the Communist 
Party of China on behalf of the Seventeenth Party 
Central Committee. 


Qal 


The Eighteenth National Congress is one of great 


importance being held when China has entered the 
decisive stage of completing the building of a 
moderately prosperous society in all respects. The 
underlying theme of the congress is to hold high the 
great banner of socialism with Chinese characteristics, 
follow the guidance of Deng Xiaoping Theory, the 
important thought of Three Represents and the 
Scientific Outlook on Development, free up the mind, 
implement the policy of reform and opening up, pool 
our strength, overcome all difficulties, firmly march on 
the path of socialism with Chinese characteristics, and 
strive to complete the building of a moderately 
prosperous society in all respects. 


At this moment when I address you, we are convinced 


that thanks to over 90 years of hard struggle, our Party 
has rallied and led the people of all ethnic groups of 
the country in turning the poor and backward old 
China into an increasingly prosperous and powerful 
new China and opening up bright prospects for the 
great renewal of the Chinese nation.....” 


@ 
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Ill. 


Faith, Hope, Charity, Fortitude, Justice, Prudence, and their 
little cousin, Temperance are seven girls living in a trailer 
park near Green Bay, Wisconsin. They all belong to the Fox 
Cities Roller Derby Girls League, and have bouts at the 
Menominee Tribal Nation Arena twice each month. Raised by 
Catholic parents, in a Catholic community, their parents took 
naming the children far too seriously, and the girls, by age 


nine, went their own religious and philosophic directions. 


The Seven Heavenly Virtues are too great a burden for 
most young women in Green Bay, Wisconsin. Making the 
Roller Derby one of the most popular sports in town. The 
girls never heard of Immanuel Kant, and could care less 
about, “virtue as the moral strength of the will in obeying 
the dictates of duty.” What? What young woman is going 
to swallow that line of nonsense, when she could be out 
having fun, on roller skates, shoulder-blocking other girls, 


knocking them about as the audience roars!? 


Here we encounter a primary flaw in most philosophic 
discourse: If a teen girl in Green Bay, Appleton, Oshkosh 
and Manitowoc has no connection to the words used in a 
philosophic sentence, the sentence is meaningless. If the 
idea expressed in the philosophic sentence cannot be 
expressed in clear English, to teen girls in the Fox Cities 


(Appleton, Kaukauna, Menasha, and Neenah.) that idea 
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will mostly likely be understood by very few teen girls 
anywhere in the United States. And therefore, the idea is 
flawed, or the expression of the ideas is flawed. Any 
philosophic idea of lasting value, any worthwhile idea, 
useful in most people's daily lives must be expressed in 
coherent ways. That is, in the language of the place and 
time, with a context relevant to the people thinking the 
idea. When philosophic ideas are only for bearded college 
professors and priests, they become a mumbo-jumbo 
useless cult-worship, the professors and priests nodding 
and smiling together, telling each other how very smart 


they are. Reading each other peer-reviewed books. 


For this reason, the dictates of duty, make no sense at all to 
Faith, Hope and Charity. Fortitude, Justice, Prudence and 
Temperance have no patience for conversations about the 
moral strength of the will. For them, virtue is smacking a 
girl in the ribs and pushing her out of the way, to score 


laps, and out-distance the opposing team. 


The fact is, in our daily lives, Faith, Hope and Charity. 
Fortitude, Justice, Prudence and Temperance are never 
attempts to appease a duty demanded by God, by society, or 
even a duty we demand of ourselves. Actual Faith, Hope and 
Charity, Fortitude, Justice, Prudence and Temperance are 
ways of being in the world, ways of life, patterns of thought 
and behavior we choose to improve our lives, to increase our 


happiness and avoid this or that form of danger or 
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self-deception. We shoulder-block the other girl, and send 


her sliding across the floor, because we are achieving a goal. 


At the Roller Derby we notice several different body-types. 
The skinny, athletic muscular girl with a perfectly flat belly; 
the large-boned, wide-shoulder big girl, nearly six-feet tall, 
with tattoos on her legs, and a paunchy belly barely contained 
by her tight jersey; and most girls in between those extremes. 
As this is an all-volunteer organization, ages vary from 21 to 
42, and every girl is having a good time, slamming other girls 


around. 


It would be a mistake to believe specific noble human virtues 
dominate one body-type more than another. Skinny, almost 
fairy-like Prudence contains amounts of endurance and 
strength, and optimism for winning this game, for living a 
joyful life, optimism and endurance equal to her sisters 
Fortitude and Hope. The large girl, Justice, can easily kick the 
ass of any girl in the room, but she contains large amounts of 


tenderness and kindness, equal to Charity and Faith. 


We notice, Kicking Ass, is not listed among the ancient noble 
virtues. Which leads us to contemplate 21“ Century versions 
of a list of human virtues. In our United States of America, 
Kicking Ass, is put forth as one of the most coveted goals: win 
the prize, win the job, the promotion, dominate your 
competitors. America's Four Cardinal Virtues might be: Faith, 


Hope, Charity and Kicking-ass. 
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IV. 


Conversations can go in many directions. Sometimes to 
basic experiences : Innate Nature .The Wetness of Four 
Eager Vaginae. 

At one point, Codie asked Alexander exactly what he was 
talking about. She had gotten progressively uncomfortable 
and irritated with his phrases, like “sacred semen” and 
“holy orgasms.” She did not want to say outright to her 
favorite lover, “I think you have lost your marbles, and 
your broken mind is now twelve eggs short of a dozen.” 
Alexander relied, “God, the Eternal Oneness, is not distant 
nor obscure. Oneness is with us every day. If we pay 
attention, our orgasms can teach us about God. (Codie 
rolled her eyes to the ceiling, and sighed to herself: he's a 
total basket-case.) You, Eva, Kim and Olivia are sacred and 
beautiful because you are manifestations of God, God is 
sacred and beautiful because the Eternal Oneness is able 
and willing to manifest inside each one of you, making 
each one of you Divine. When we are paying attention, 
there is a constant interaction between ourselves and God. 
Being Divine is your innate nature. Our orgasms are 
sacred and beautiful because they are celebrations of 
Divine Manifestations, celebrations of Divine beauty and 


desire in each one of us. Celebrations of Existence Itself.” 
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Codie laughed out loud, and took Alexander’s strong hands 


in her slender hands, squeezing them with tender love. 


“Alexander, my love, you are a New Age Theosophical nut- 
job. 

Most people consider fucking only slightly more important 
than taking a pee. A bodily function, perhaps a physical 
necessity. But in no way at all relevant the Spiritual Truth, 
and having nothing to do with God. Where did you get 
these goofy ideas? Did you make them up? Did you read 


them in some book?” 


Alexander smiled, “I have read these ideas in several books 
modern and ancient. Some cults of Christianity, Judaism, 
Hinduism and Buddhism have held such beliefs for over 
two thousand years. I am saying nothing new. It only 
sounds bizarre, because our 21" Century American 
civilization believes exactly as you have said: Sex is for 
making babies, for having fun, for stress relief, not much 
more important than a good bowel movement. I 
remember my mother saying giving birth to me was like 


painful, huge bowel movement. 


Over past twenty years, I have begun to believe, our 
civilization and many past civilizations, their religions and 
philosophies, got some basic facts wrong. The religious 
leaders extrapolated on a few convenient ideas, especially 


ideas which allowed the leaders to control their followers. 
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They created powerful doctrines and belief systems. The 
doctrines and beliefs systems strayed far away from 
perceivable reality, and required a priesthood to enlighten 
the common people. And the priesthood has often been 
cozy with political and economic powers, the religions 
then becoming more about power than about spiritual 


reality. This process erodes people's perception of reality. 


The Oneness of all humans with each other, the Oneness of 
all humans with the planet on which we live, the Oneness 
of humans with the Cosmos Itself... these ideas have never 
found their way into practical social, political, economic 


and religious thinking. 


So far only the Baha'i faith has successfully attempted a 
synthesis of various doctrines, and that faith also struggles 
to explain some experienced phenomena. Right now, most 
people cling to religious and philosophic doctrines which 
do not serve their needs, and complicate their relationships 
to other people. Many people still live as separate tribes. 
Each tribe competing with the others for economic, social 


or political power. 


That is no way to live. That is certainly no way to explore 
spiritual truth. Spiritual truth has nothing to do with 
economic, social or political power. Religion are often 
used for purposed far removed from anything a rational 


person would consider “spiritual”. 
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Religions are often used for purposed far removed from 


anything a rational person would consider “spiritual”. 


In this context, what I have to say about Oneness, and 
spiritual fucking, enlightenment with oral sex, and sacred 
jizz, and holy vaginal fluid, both cocks and vaginae tools of 


Divine Grace.... 


These ideas make no sense at all, when the surrounding 
cultural norms and major religious beliefs consider those 


ideas just plain cuckoo.” 
Codie listened attentively to all this. But still thought her 


dear, sweet, sexy Alexander’s had rocks in his head, his 


broken mind twelve eggs short of a dozen. 
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V. Unexpected Fields of Gold 


In his 20s, 30s and 40s, Alexander would never have 
imagined at age 65 he would start having spiritual 
revelations. He was not that sort of fellow. As a younger 
man, he tried to sit patiently through the lectures and 
meditations of Buddhist and Hindu monks, but always 
found his mind wandering, dissatisfied with the ideas 
presented, and the constrained, and rather dull ritual 
practice. By age 60. he decided having sex with beautiful 
young and cheerful women was far more fun than any 


humming, mumbling meditation. 


After walking for an hour along the Puget Sound, on a gray 
but beautiful day, after licking Kim's joyous vaginal folds to 
orgasm, after having a delicious and relaxed meal with 
Kim, after a good night's sleep, Alexander found his mind 
wandering. In precise detail, with a full erection in his 
hand, he began thinking about Codie's firm, tan young 
breasts. He finds no fault with Kim's slight older, warm 
and comforting breasts, and no fault with any physical 
feature or personality trait of Kim. His sex with her is 


always exquisite and completely satisfying. 
Alexander understands the diversity of his sexual desire as 


no measurement of this or that woman's beauty, loveliness, 


nor sexual attraction. He loves Kim completely. 
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And he loves Codie completely. He loves Eva and Olivia 


equally. He could perhaps love other women as well. 


Alexander wishes he knew all four of them when he was 
30 or 40, when his body was younger, more sexually agile 
with days of sexual endurance and multiple orgasms. He 
remembers with a smile, his personal best in one evening 
and the following morning was nine stunning orgasms 
with an older woman, when he was 22 years old. He 
laughs at the memories and his current fate. He is content 
with his 65-year-old body and its limitations. He knows 
financially and emotionally he could never have sustained 
a loving relationship with these four girls. They would 
have drained his bank account, and made him crazy with 


unfulfilled romantic expectations. 


Now, as a stable, elderly gentleman, he knows his youthful 
fantasies and irrational romantic expectations were exactly 
that: fantasies, with no value or existence in the real 
world. The love and sexual joy he has now lives entirely 
within the real world, with not one unreasonable fantasy 
expectation. He is able to love four young women 
completely because he responds to each one, as they actual 
are, as individuals with specific personal traits and sexual 
inclinations. He loves their similarities, their intelligence 
and force of will, and their differences, in style, their 


music, clothing, and what they like to eat. 
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Alexander’s specific, overwhelming sexual desire for Codie 
tells us more. He has spent less time alone with Codie, with 
less sexual interaction than he has had with the other three 
women. Some part of his psyche is intensely dissatisfied 
with that situation. He wishes to cause Codie to have just 
as many blissful orgasms as he has caused among the 
vaginae of Kim, Eva and Olivia. Here, we notice 
Alexander’s sexual memory is quite different from the 
memories of his four lovers. The girls easily and quickly 
forget specific sexual interactions, a result of their lives as 
sex-workers. For Alexander, sexual sharing is cumulative. 
Shared orgasms with each woman are remembered and 
values, and sometimes documented in videos. The joy, 
tenderness, intimacy and love accumulates across time, his 
memory of shared orgasms fuel much masturbation when 
the girls are not present, and fuels his passion when they 


are present. 


At this point in our narrative, Codie's sexual and romantic 
involvement with Alexander is unclear. They have had 
several intense and joyful moments, but not enough for 
Alexander to feel confident in a shared future with her. He 
desires her desperately, just as he desired Eva, Kim and 
Olivia desperately. Many orgasms with those women hav 
not diminished his desire for them, and he now regards 
future sex-play with each woman as an entirely reasonable 
expectation, like waking up in the morning and having 


coffee or breakfast. 
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Alexander feels his life would be lacking, less fulfilled, less 
complete without on-going sexual joy with Codie. In his 
mind, his sexual desire for Codie is an important personal 
motivation, a cause with specific and valuable effects. 
There are several specific effects he wishes to achieve, by 
wise use of his sexual desire: 1.) Cash in Codie's wallet, 
crisp hundred dollars bills, delivered in regular intervals. 
2.) An increase in Codie's love, joy and time-spent with 
Alexander. 3.) On-going shared sexual pleasure, across 
eight, ten or fifteen years. 4. ) The spiritual achievement of 


the first three goals when lived wisely. 


Here we begin to understand a permanent fact of human 
interaction. When a man provides cash and financial 
stability to a woman; when they share love and joy and 
many orgasms with each other, with neither person 
pretending their enthusiasm; across eight, ten or fifteen 
years of their lives-- there is a high probability, almost a 
99% probability, both the man and the woman will become 
spiritually connected. Both will become more stable and 
more joyful than they would be under any other 


circumstances. 


Of course, that spiritual connection can be destroyed, as it 
is in many brutal events of divorce. Even with more than a 
decade of shared joy, some people grow to despise each 
other. Alexander considers this one of many psychological 


and economic flaws in our form of civilization. 
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Did you have fun with & 


Codie? Can we do that 
again in Feb? My around 
Valentine's? Or sooner? 
For me, | need you both 
like | need air and coffee 
=7@ < and! like hand- 
ing you § ¢ ¢ that 
makes me feel usefull; 


10:02 AM 
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A picture is worth one thousand words. Alexander and his 
four lovers have left archival images, documentation of 
their pleasant and extensive sexual interaction. From time 
to time, across the last few centuries such images were 
considered obscene or pornographic. Now, in the age of 
Internet, such images have been seen by hundreds of 
millions of people, and are almost normal in the minds 


of hundreds of thousands of people. 


Oral sex, sex with toys, many varieties of playful joy, Eva, 
Codie, Kim and Olivia enjoy having orgasms with 
Alexander and with each other. His desire for each 
woman appears to be endless, eternal, and Alexander often 
often wonders why this should be so. He would be joyful 
having just one female as a sexual companion. Four seems 
like overkill, or gluttony, or promiscuity. But, he laughs at 
those definitions. His desire is what it is. There is no 


reason to limit his pleasure nor limit his capacity for love. 


And now, Codie has made clear her intention to be 
Alexander’s lover, as fully and frequently as Eva, Kim and 
Olivia. She does not consider sex a spiritual achievement, 
and neither do the other girls. Only Alexander sees his 
orgasms with them as a religious expression. They remain 
amused by that, and consider him a bit looney, ten to 


twelve eggs short of a dozen. 


Love poems are written, boy to girl, girl to girl. 
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Codie writes to Eva - A Decent Wetness, Like Water 


I cannot live away from Water. 

My breasts float better in Water. 

In Air they swing joyfully free, 

refreshed cool air contracts my nipples. 
But, Air remains insubstantial, blown 

too fast, or tepid like a flaccid lover. 

I prefer Earth, a solid firm place 

to support my fanny, to place my feet firmly 
when the boy on top pounds 

and pounds and pounds. Oh! Even better, 
cushioned with moss or cedar boughs, 
when the girl kneels over my face 

when I lick her folds, as she bounces 

and comes, comes, comes! 

Through all seasons essential, Fire, 

for cooking and warmth, with or without 


boy-friends or girl-friends, beautiful to watch. 
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I see flames. I see embers. 
I see dead cold ashes. 
As lovers come and come, 


and go and go. Restless as Fire. 


Of all the Primal Elements 

I desire Water. I return to Water 
again and again, always satisfied. 
Its wetness much like my own, 

a decent, reliable wetness: 

rain, lakes, rivers and oceans, 
with no extraneous demands, 

an honest, intimate wetness: 
steam, waterfalls, hot springs, 
moist kisses and tears, even snow 
I welcome with joy as quick 

as crackling ice in my Mojito! 

I am closest to you, 

more ready than ever, 


when I am in Water. 
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Alexander writes to Kim 


I ingest my joy slowly. Like eating a woman's pussy. 
There is no need to rush. I savor the flavor. I savor the 
texture of each pubic lip, and the texture inside. It is 
much like a leisurely breakfast. Sitting in warm 
sunlight, in a quiet room. On my plate are slices of 
Bosc pear, slices of Munster and Havarti cheese. Two 
soft-boiled eggs without shells. Two slices of 
sourdough toast, spread with rosemary olive oil. Next 
to my plate is a hot mug of Ethiopian coffee, spiced with 
Arabic spice and cinnamon. I nibble. I take small bites. 
I crush small chunks of pear between my teeth, and let 
the juicy pulp linger on my tongue. I close my eyes and 
concentrate my mind to the sweet flavor of pear, and 
on the warm sunlight on my closed eyelids. Likewise, I 
take a bite of Havarti cheese, and let it dissolve on my 
tongue. I sip spiced coffee, and hold the flavors of 
cheese and spiced coffee on my tongue. I take a bite of 
toast, enjoying the crunch, and the softness soaked with 
oil. I close my eyes, and enjoy each flavor and each 


fexture. 
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When my mouth is on a woman's mouth, or on a 
woman's vagina, I ingest my joy slowly. Just like 
eating a slow breakfast in quiet sunlight. My 
tongue moves in slow circles, around the outer edge 
of your vaginal lips. With lips and teeth, I nibble 
your lips, suck them into my mouth, and lay my 
tongue flat on your warm lips. I savor the flavor of 
your viscous fluid, as if the fluid was Arabic spiced 
coffee, mixed with the flavor and texture of soft 
bread soaked with rosemary olive oil. I swallow 
your fluid, as I would swallow bread, cheese, Bosc 
pears and olive oil. The sensual pleasure does not 
end with taste. I savor the clean, fresh, uniquely 
personal flavor of you. There are no scientific 
studies on how to change or improve the taste of a 
vagina. Some females rely on pineapple, kiwi, 
blueberries, mangos, and cucumbers to keep their 
cleanly scrubbed vaginae tasting sweet. Soap and 
water, and your own vaginal juices provide all the 


fresh taste and flavor I require. 


When I spurt semen into your mouth. I want your 
pleasure to equal the pleasure I have licking your 
pussy. Move your tongue over the texture of my full 


cockhead, down the shaft; back up again. 
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Notice the roughness, notice the smoothness, the 
warmth, and the salty flavor as one drop off semen 
seeps from my small orifice. Likewise, allow your 
fingertips to explore, to savor the texture of my 
smooth-shaven balls. Enjoy the weight and firmness of 


my balls, as you squeeze them and caress them. 


Squeeze my balls, slowly, deliberately, with my full 
cock in your mouth. Now, prepare yourself. You hear 
my panting breath. You know I will come soon. Open 
your eyes to see me smiling down at you. Then close 
your eyes, as my eyes were closed in sunlight. 
Concentrate your mind on the full swell of my 
cockhead. You can feel the moment of orgasm, the 
sacred moment before semen gushes into your mouth, 
hot bursts into the back of your throat. You almost gag, 
in surprise. The load of salty, viscous semen spreads 
over, over your tongue. You lick my still full cock- 
head, with my semen coating your tongue. You suck 
my still full cock-head as you swallow my semen. 
Swallow every drop of semen. Lick and suck every 


drop of semen from my tingling cock. 


Consider this the first meal of your day. A hearty, 


nutritious breakfast. I will make coffee later. 
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I will bring you Bosc pears, munster, havarti, and 
cheddar cheeses, later. The sensual pleasure does not 
end with taste. I savor the sound of your moans, your 
sighs and your whispers, as you prepare to orgasm. As 
my tongue darts and swirls in and around your pubic 
folds. As your mind fills with pleasure, for the full 
length of your arousal. I enjoy the sounds of your wet 
pussy, and the sound of your moans, your sighs and 
your whispers. Think about all these joyful things, as 
you watch me stroke my erection for you. As I am fully 
aroused for you. For you, my beautiful angel. For you, 
my beautiful love. Here. Here and now. My rush of 
thick cream is for you. Come with me. Come for me. 


Come. Come. 
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VI. 


After the poetry, Alexander’s lovers consider further the 
implications of their on-going orgasms. They are not roller- 
girls in Green Bay, Wisconsin. They consider virtue to be 
more than smacking a girl in the ribs and pushing her out 
of the way, to achieve this or that goal. Eva, Kim, Codie and 
Olivia have no need to out-distance each other, and feel 


kicking-ass to get the job done is quite unnecessary. 


Being 21“ Century American girls, they have no useful 
definitions of God, beyond a nagging suspicion there is more 
to human existence than earning money, fucking and making 
babies. Eva is religious in a pagan way, from her dabbling in 
witchcraft, she knows greater powers and causes exist, beyond 
the small powers and causes of humans. Olivia, being half- 
Ethiopian, perhaps a descendent of God-Queens and ancient 


deities, also senses a larger, powerful reality. 


The pervasive culture of the United States is Christianity in 
numerous and inexplicable variations, which form a general 
basis for most people's philosophy. Whether they like it or not, 
it is the culture in which they live, and vague notions of an 
omnipresent, omnipotent and very judgmental God persist. 

The subcultures of Judaism, and inexplicable New Age forms of 
Buddhism and Hinduism also affect the personal concepts of 
reality and God for tens of millions of people. All-in-all 

the explanations of human suffering and human evil, as 


attributed to Original Sin or Reincarnations of Bad Karma... 
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Or not doing what Yahweh tells you to do...those explanations 
are unsatisfactory. Simply because they make no sense at all to 
rational people. Truly awful events occur in the lives of truly 
wonderful human beings, for no good reason at all-- 
consequences of accidents, or the deliberate actions of angry or 
evil people. Any and all Protecting Gods, often seem to be 
elsewhere playing golf, and certainly not looking after their 


flocks. Any certainly not providing enough useful information. 


For the believers in reincarnation and karma, and working off 
bad karma, the explanations are equally weak. Most good 
humans, suffering in their current lives, have no memory of 
former lives, lives when they may, or may not, have impaled 
pregnant women on swords. If the good people remembered 
their former evil lives, their sufferings might seem like 
reasonable retribution. Without such memories, the suffering 


is only random and cruel. To no good purpose. 


For most people, all concepts of large reality, cosmic cause and 
effect are fuzzy, and carry few ideas as precise as “sacred jizz”, 
“holy vaginae” or “spiritual orgasms.” For most people, Holy 
Communion is not oral sex. For this reason, Alexander prefers 
his clear and concise, unambiguous forms or worship: Licking 
a joyful vagina, or gushing sacred cream into a woman's 
mouth. Those are joyful events tens of millions of people 


understand. There is nothing vague in those forms of worship. 
In regard to cosmic cause and effect, Alexander tells his girls: 
“My dear ones, most human suffering is caused by humans, 


people doing awful things to other people, or creating awful 
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situations to harm or kill or cheat or enslave other people. 
God has no power there. The choices of people to inflict 
suffering on other people are human choices, often with no 
immediate consequences for the evil people doing the evil 
deeds. We can pretend those people will go to eternal 
suffering in molten pits of hell, but there is no way to know if 
that occurs or does not occur. Threats of afterlife hells, 
certainly do not slow down the agendas of evil doers. They do 
not believe in such things. Threats of laws and jail time, also 


do not slow down people who are attracted to evil. 


Suffering which occurs from old age, by disease, other health 
problems, or natural disasters also seems mostly random, or 
caused by poor planning, or lack of useful knowledge. It is not 
reasonable to expect a cosmic solution, or attach blame to a 
cosmic causation for random suffering. Suffering by random 
acts of nature, from lack of knowledge, or provably caused by 
people inflicting suffering on other people... such suffering 
requires no karma, or reincarnation, and requires no devils, 
demons or original sin. The explanations, offered by major 
religions, rattle like empty paint cans in a dumpster. Colorful 
image were created with all that paint, artistic genius, and 
literary genius was used with stunning effects, but the 


explanations of cosmic cause and effect remain vapid. 


OK. We are finished trashing the cherished beliefs of major 
religions. As a poet once said, “Most of the world are living 
by creeds too odd, chancy, and habit-forming 


to be worth arguing about by reason.” 
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After considering poetry and religion, after delightful sex with 


four beautiful young women, Alexander thinks about music. 


Why does music exist? When it is not a marching band, 
rousing public enthusiasm for patriotism or sports events, 
when is not setting the mood in a church, for a wedding or 
funeral, when it is not part of a Hollywood drama... what is the 
purpose of music? Why has so much time and effort been 


spent creating all forms of music? 


Christianity in particular, beginning as early as 1450, with 
polyphonic choral music, paid composers well, and valued the 
spiritual effects of well-crafted music. Earlier chants were 
evocative, but nothing as grand as the music of Josquin des 
Prez, Orlando de Lassus, Giovanni Palestrina, and William 
Byrd. Bach had a job because Christianity needed music. 
Later, we saw the rise of opera and concert music for the 
masses, and later Broadway musicals, pop songs, jazz, blues 
and rock'n'roll. A basic need is satisfied by each style of music. 
Regardless of style and personal preferences, music seems to be 
as eternal as human speech. Some people have little music in 
their lives, others have hours of music as background 
wallpaper (never really paying attention to it.) And others 


find music essential to their happiness. 


Those things essential to a person's happiness are probably 
spiritual. And sometimes seem to describe God, Universal 
Oneness, Ultimate Reality, in ways not possible with language, 
or rarely possible with language. Sound, music with words 


reaches places words struggle to define. 
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Piles of religious texts, and most famous books of philosophy 
are not as meaningful to most people as one good piece of 
music. The music might be heavy metal, or Jimi Hendrix, or 
Dolly Parton or Frank Sinatra. Other forms of music, jazz, 
symphonies, concertos and string quartets reach even further 


and deeper, for people who are paying attention. 


As mentioned above, many of people in the 21“ Century do not 
truly pay attention to music. Music is a soothing background 
wallpaper, a soundtrack to their working lives, and not 
often the main event. In most rock concerts, the main event 
is the stage show, the theater, the big party of the big 
audience, with music the teen girls can dance to. For the 
people who do pay attention, whatever style of music they 
enjoy, they can immerse themselves in the sounds, and feel 
joyful. Music makes daily troubles less troublesome, less 


annoying, and much less boring. 


Ignoring the hyperbole about the celestial genius of this or 
that Baroque, Classical Period, Romantic Period, or 20" 
Century composer, we find true human genius, and more 
than that, true spiritual experience. In some cases, the 
composers themselves credited God for their inspiration, 
and the resultant music communicates spiritual experience 
to listeners. In some cases, the composer attributed the 
creation to their own great genius, and credited no deity or 
divine source of any kind. The fact remains, some of the 
works of genius communicate spiritual feelings, even when 


the composer claims to have invented it from his own mind. 
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The orchestral and choral works of Bach, Mozart, Haydn, 
Mendelssohn, and the orchestral works of Beethoven, 
Berlioz, Tchaikovsky, Brahms, Dvorak, Sibelius, Martinu 
all resonate in the souls of 21“ Century listeners, because 
the music is not chained to one time period, one nation, 
one political system, nor any specific religious philosophy. 
The best music is deeply felt beyond any definitions 


imposed by words, or philosophies built on words. 


It is an amazing testament to the greatness of Bach's choral 
music, being taken fo heart by people in nations far 
removed in time and culture from the Germany of Bach. 
Choral ensembles in China, Japan, Turkey, Indonesia and 
Peru sing and enjoy the works of Johann Sebastian Bach. 
The spirituality of the music transcends culture and time 
period. Alexander see this as a specific example of the 


Oneness of humankind, proven through the music of Bach. 


What large, cosmic truths lie beyond the music, and 
accurately defines Oneness? Who can say? This author 
cannot say. With all his talk about sacred blasts of semen, 
Alexander never claims to have Divine Insight into 
universal cause and effect. He can only say the existent 
explanations are weak, and read more like speculative 


fantasy fiction than accurate descriptions of reality. 


Alexander believes most problems between humans are 


caused by inaccurate descriptions of reality. 
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In every century, powerful people use inaccurate 
description of reality to get large masses of people to do 
what they are told. The powerful and the elite of every 
century enjoy controlling popular descriptions of reality, as 
that allows them to stay in power, to push people around, to 
make tens of thousands of people slaves, and in the 21* 


Century make hundreds of millions of economic slaves. 


The powerful always like to push One Narrative, one 
authorized view of reality. Alternately, when pushing One 
Narrative fails, the powerful will push many conflicting 
narratives, to cause confusion, to keep people in fear of this 
or that impending disaster. Specifically for the purpose of 
keeping themselves in power, even for one more short 
elections cycle. This is the level of desperation we find in 


the elite and powerful classes of the world. 


These are lessons of history, repeated one generation to the 
next, and having nothing to do with cosmic cause and 
effect. The manipulation of competing views of reality are 
deliberate human creations for the purpose of gaining or 
sustaining positions of power. Methods to control wealth, 
and deliberate techniques for enslaving the minds and lives 


of millions of people. 
No conspiracy theory is required here. Historical facts 


speak for themselves. Look at the history of all major 


religions to learn usages of power in relation to government. 
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VII. Saving Up the Sacred Semen 


Not everyone will care to know Alexander’s personal sexual 
preferences. What works for him might not work for every 
heterosexual male, but his methods bring great joy and 
magnificent orgasms, for himself and his girls. 


The lesson is self-restraint. 


Masturbating to the edge of orgasm, and willfully holding 
back the orgasm. Not with physical restraints, as those 
torture methods are crude and vulgar. The human mind is 
all one requires. When his girls are not present, he thinks of 
them, or looks longingly at images or videos, remembering 
each tender erotic moment. He might jack-it for ten, fifteen 
or twenty minutes, to raise himself to full erection, and hold 
the erection, touching it lightly, to keep himself one stroke 
away from gushing cream. When his girls are present, one 
or more of them in his bed, he applies the same method, as 
he caresses them with one hand, and strokes his cock with 
the other. Often the girls help, squeezing his balls, or 


sucking his cock, kissing his mouth and caressing his face. 


He holds back. He waits for them to orgasm. Often Eva, Kim 
and Codie will orgasm within a few minutes. He watches in 
full pleasure, then bursts sacred semen upon their puffy 
vaginae, on their breasts, bellies or smiling faces. Other 


days, he will orgasm simultaneously with his girls. 
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Olivia carries a different form of innate sexual pleasure. She 
relaxes completely into her sexual joy, savoring Alexander’s 
mouth on her vaginal folds. He can lick and lick, until his 
lips are numb, and Olivia has small and large orgasms 
throughout the love-play. Fifteen to twenty minutes later, 
after she is fully satisfied, she turns her attention fo getting- 
off the cock. She has paid little attention to the cock during 
her long, orgasmic joy, her mind fully immersed in her own 
joy. She will kiss, fondle and caress to bring exquisite 


ejaculations of Alexander's sacred semen. 


Alexander see nothing selfish in this, and loves fo lick her 
until his lips are numb. It is her unique way. Perhaps she 
was a God-Queen in ancient Egypt, and several eunuchs 
served her as Alexander does. And, course she held like 
interest in the cocks of her slave eunuchs. Who knows what 
God-Queens want? She may have had no interest in cocks 
or semen during that incarnation. She may have preferred 
being serviced by muscular, attentive slave-boys, and had 
loving sex with her favorite women. Perhaps her sisters or 
cousins. God-Queens had more options than most, local 


21" Century American women. 


Alexander laughs and laughs as he loves his own God- 
Queen. She is regal in her orgasmic demeanor, just aloof 
enough to let the man know exactly who is in charge! As 
God-Queen, her joy is first. As High Priestess he communes 


with Deity, then shares her blessings with others. 
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The beautiful rushes of sacred, creamy ejaculate bring 
Olivia a modest joy, the joy of a ruler being generous to her 
loyal subjects. From her prior experience in sex-work, 
Olivia understands the precise monetary value of well-spent 
orgasms. As the High Priestess, she understands the lasting 
spiritual of orgasms delivered in moment of love and 
tenderness. In her psyche the sacred and the mundane 
unite to one purpose: The Oneness of joy, beautiful, love, 
and physical pleasure. She knows physical pleasure exist 


as a chariot exists, fo get you where you are going. 


Many people in the 21“ Century do not value the chariot, 
the horses, nor the control and beauty of the charioteer. 
For such people, sex remains mundane. Like taking a pee. 
Slightly more fun than taking a pee, but of no greater 


spiritual importance. 


When his girls are present, when his girls are not present, 
Alexander raises himself to full erection, holds the erection, 
touching it lightly, and keeps himself one stroke away from 
gushing cream. During this intense pleasure he may say 
out-loud or meditate silently on specific phrase, repeating 
them as with a Buddhist mantra, or Catholic prayer: “I love 
you, Codie. I save my sacred cream for you. My sacred 
cock and my sacred ejaculation are for you. I love you, Eva. 
I save my sacred cream for you. My sacred cock and my 
sacred ejaculation are for you. I love you, Kim. I save my 


sacred cream for you. Come with me! Come with me! 
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My sacred cock and my sacred ejaculation are for you. I 
love you, Olivia. I save my sacred cream for you. My sacred 
cock and my sacred ejaculation are for you. God-Queen, I 
love the generous lips of your pubic folds. I drink your holy 
water, I drink your orgasms. I save my sacred cream for 
you. My sacred cock and my sacred ejaculation are for you. 


Come with me! Come with me1” 


The meditative state, the heighten spiritual awareness 
caused by these prayers are no less profound than the 
prayers of other religions. The effect is the same. The 
prayers are offered in complete and abiding love and joy. 
In truth, the joy is far more personal than most prayers 


because they occur during the peak of sexual arousal. 


Later, when Alexander gushes his cream, the fulfillment of 
joy and love and tenderness is more beautiful and more 
meaningful than previous quick, uncontrolled sexual 
experiences. By deliberate use of his mind and body, deeper 
joy and deeper spirituality become possible. There is no 
question in his mind, during those fully aroused and 
satisfying moments, Alexander merges consciousness with 
The Oneness, a divine state of ecstasy. The Oneness reach 
far beyond his personal love and personal connection to 
each beautiful woman. The Oneness is Eternal. The Oneness 
is the Living God, the Living Universe. Most major religions 
hesitate to ride the chariot of human sexuality. And this 


remains a great limitation of humankind. 
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Vill. § Oneness Made Tangible 


After eight years of monthly and bi-monthly sex with his 
four lovers, with absolute fidelity to those four women, all 
his romantic love and sexual pleasure directed toward them, 
Alexander concludes the Oneness of humanity, the oneness 
of people with each other, and the oneness of people with 
the Universe is tangible. As tangible as a bowling ball. No 
centuries of accrued religious doctrines, no smart and witty 
philosophic treatises are required for most people to 
perceive and enjoy spiritual Oneness, and be at peace. Our 
own minds and bodies offer many resources for spiritual 
perception. Orgasmic sex in only one means to this goal. 
Sex is only one fiery chariot. The chariot of artistic creation, 
the chariot of scientific or technological innovation, the 
chariot of social and economic change, those chariots can 


also create moments of communion with the Infinite. 


Economics, politics, social norms and the fearful actions of 
the elite, the fearful wealthy and powerful eager to force 
their will on hundreds of millions of people--- those forces 
work against accurate perceptions and understanding 
Oneness. Those forces destroy our innate spirituality. 

In some decades, in some countries, established religions 
become united with the destructive forces, and no longer 


have any spiritual connection to the Universe. 
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The churches push inaccurate versions of reality, for no 
other reason than to gain power over the minds, bodies and 
wealth of their believers. The power-structures of some 
churches are just as desperate to retain their supremacy as 
the political and economic elite. Most major religions 
survive only because of the innate spirituality of their 
followers. Like music, spiritual expression, spiritual actions 
and joys are universal, felt by most people in most places 
across a wide variety of cultures. Major religion survive not 
from the accuracy of their doctrine and teachings. They 
survive because of innate spirituality. Spirituality itself finds 
many paths and rides many chariots. Some religions, in 
some place still claim to have the “only answer” and provide 
the “only path” to salvation, peace, joy etc. And those 
statements can only be heard as exaggerations, or outright 
lies. Those statements are never accurate descriptions of 
reality. 


Religious doctrines, political doctrines, economic and social 
doctrines often gain follower because the followers ache for 
the Truth, and believe what they are told, when a smart and 
charismatic person is up on stage, with drama and fervor. 
The people in charge of our current global civilization do 
not care much about Truth. They care about getting things 
done, and enslaving millions of people to this or that 
agenda. If they care about the future of humankind, it 
appears they prefer a limited vision of the future, where a 


small elite tells everyone else what to do, and those masses 
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do what they are told without questions, without rational 
thought, without any larger visions of Freedom, Free Will, 
Freedom of Choice, Freedom of Travel, Freedom of Speech, 
and Freedom of Thought. In the future proposed and 
offered by our current world leaders, those essential 
freedoms must be limited and controlled. Only the ruling 


elite will be allowed to enjoy all those forms of freedom. 


® 
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THE EPISTLE OF SAINT EVA 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 
Master Alexander jacks it for us. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. Master Alexander allows us 
to use our naked, aroused sexual orgasms to worship the Oneness. 
To worship the Grand Articifer of the Universe, to worship the 
ancient gods, the Lords of the Watchtowers, in the East, in the South, 
in the West and in the North. We worship the Creator and the 
Elementals made by the Creator. ~ All this, we worship with sacred 
jizz and the holy vaginal fluid. The nectar of the lotus. The liquid 
light kisses the diamond wand, the diamond wand held tight in the 
sacramental chalice. The cock in the mouth, the cock in the vagina. 
The vagina puffy and wet, the cock tingling, spurting holy cream. 
Jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. ~ All this, we worship with sacred 
jizz and the holy vaginal fluid. The nectar of the lotus. The liquid 
light kisses the diamond wand, the diamond wand held tight in the 
sacramental chalice. The cock in the mouth, the cock in the vagina. 


The vagina puffy and wet, the cock tingling, spurting holy cream. 
Jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 


Our Master Alexander opens a door to the infinite. 


Opens the door. 


O77 


Master Alexander reminds us of the failures of past centuries, 


and encourages us to grow a pair of balls, to grow a pair, 
and invent new ways of life, ways of life not chained, gagged 
and made worthless by the dogma of people long dead. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 


Master Alexander jacks it with us. We watch his sacred ejaculate 
splash the faces of beautiful women. We watch his sacred 
ejaculate burst upon their tongues. We watch his sacred 
ejaculate gush upon their erect nipples. Master Alexander jacks it 
with us. And we orgasm with him. The combined orgasmic joy 
of 598 sacred followers raises the spiritual awareness of all 


humankind. Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 
Master Alexander jacks it with us. 


We love to see The Master's sacred ejaculate. The holy, white 
cream. The salty seed of holiness. Watch The Master's powerful 
hand squeeze and stroke the holy scepter. We see the Master's 


cock-head swell full, as he releases the sacred ejaculate. 


Worship the cock-head and the sacred ejaculate. Worship the 
Oneness. Worship the cock. We masturbate with the Master, we 


masturbate for world peace. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 
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Master Alexander jacks it with us. 


Let us come together. Let us come with each other. I will accept 
nothing less than Eternal Truth. I will accept nothing less than 
Free Will, nothing less than a life of joy, love, kindness and 


creation. I accept only the Oneness. 


We masturbate with the Master, we masturbate for world peace. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 
Master Alexander jacks it with us. 


Let us come together. Let us come with each other. 490 vaginae, 
and 108 erections orgasm at the same time. The orgasms of the 
Sacred Followers of Master Alexander reach across all 
humankind, across all nations, across all man-made evil, the evil 
of aggressive religions, the evil of aggressive leaders of nations, 


the evil of greed made mandatory by economic slavery. 


We masturbate with the Master, we masturbate for world peace. 


Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 
Master Alexander jacks it with us. 


I take the Master's semen into my mouth. I take the Master's holy 
ideas into my mind. I take my sacred life and my holy orgasms 
into my own hands. I allow no one to make me an economic 
slave. I allow no one fo use my life, my mind, my energy nor my 
physical body to serve evil purposes, to serve the purposes of 


greed, of vanity, to serve the power of the self-obsessed. 


I take the Master's semen into my mouth. And I swallow. 


I swallow with immense joy, 
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I swallow Free Will, the Freedom of Speech, the Freedom of 
Action, the Freedom of Human Joy made holy by personal choice, 
no longer a slave to failed religions, and failed ideologies, and the 
people who 


push failed religions and failed ideologies. 


Iam a free human being. I take the Master's semen into my 
mouth. And I swallow. I swallow because I am a free human 
being. I love the salty taste of Truth. I will accept nothing less 
than Eternal Truth. I will accept nothing less than Free Will, 
nothing less than a life of joy, love, kindness 


and creation. I accept only the Oneness. 

I take the Master's semen into my mouth. And I swallow. 
I swallow because I am a free human being. 

I love the salty taste of Truth. 


I accept only the Oneness. 


I accept only the Oneness. 
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THE FIRST EPISTLE OF SAINT CODIE 


5974 Beautiful Bursts of Semen 


His love is for me, 

His thick cock is for me. 

His beautiful bursts of semen 
and all his intense joy, 


all this, my lover brings me. 


When we are apart, 

my sexual worship becomes digital. 
God Bless iPhone technology! 

Five hundred miles distant, I can see 
my lover stroke his glorious erection, 
enjoy him squeezing his balls, 

as he moans and comes for me, 


all this, my lover brings me. 


And I save my best orgasms, 
And I save my best joy, 

And I save my cash, 

And I save my ambitions, 
And I save my best love, 


to share with the man I love. 
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Do not imagine for one moment 

he is the only man who comes for me. 
Many boys shoot cream for me, lovely boys 
in 40 nations. Google says I have 

5793 followers in 40 nations. 

Each boy jacking his happy cock, 

gushing his cream, watching my videos. 
Each boy uses his imagination. 

And I am all for that! 


These lovely boys, all 5793 of them, 
need and deserve exquisite orgasms, 
just as much as my own sweet lover. 


And I am glad to help. 


With all these facts in mind, I encourage 

each one of my followers, and all the homosexual men 
who have no need to follow me... 

I encourage them all to find cheerful and willing, 
conveniently located, generous and responsible 


lovers, close to home, in their own towns. 


Even for my most ardent and eager followers, 
I am not, and never will be, their only option 
for tenderness and joy. I help them through 
the rough spots. 
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When the boys are too shy. 
When local girls 

are less than generous. 

When the civilization we live in 
has turns my lovely followers 
into mind-eating zombies--- 

I bring them back. 


I resurrect them, like Jesus. 
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THE SECOND EPISTLE OF SAINT CODIE 


From darkness I bring forth my love. 
From darkness I bring forth my vaginal joy. 
I bring forth my love and my vaginal joy, 


for Master Roscoe Forthright. 


My body is fully aroused for the Master. 

My mind is fully aroused for the Master. 

My spiritual being is fully aroused for the Master. 
I offer my vaginal fluid and my orgasms, 

and receive generous waves of joy, 


and receive generous waves of pleasure. 


From Roscoe Forthright I receive joy, 
pleasure, practical advice and wisdom. 

From darkness I bring forth my love. 

From darkness I bring forth my vaginal joy. 

I bring forth my love and my vaginal joy, 

for Master Roscoe Forthright. 

The Master holds my breasts in strong hands, 
pulls my nipples erect, and kisses me, 

as my vagina tingles slippery wet. 

Weed eases the tense fiction of unholy people, 


the people who wish to make me a slave. 
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Marilyn Monroe rides on my shoulder 
to remind me of the absurd fiction, 
which people call Western Civilization. 
Our current civilization is a cluster-fuck 
of lies perpetuated by people who wish 
desperately to enslave us, to enslave 

us all, all seven point six billion of us! 
The handful of powerful people 


consider the rest of us cattle. 


To understand this, is fo beginning of wisdom. 
To understand this is the only way to preserve 
free will, freedom of choice, and all freedoms 
intelligent people require to live joyful lives. 
We must understand the dangers, 


before we can defend ourselves. 


When the Master holds my breasts in strong hands, 
pulls my nipples erect, and kisses me, 

as my vagina tingles slippery wet, 

I know dangers can be met, 

defeated, and forgotten. 

Eternal Truth exists. 

Eternal Truth exist like the Rings of Saturn. 

Evil and powerful people have no control 


over the Rings of Saturn. 
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Evil and powerful people are noisy, and 
will continue to tell ridiculous lies. 

From darkness I rise into light, 

my love, my joy, my orgasms, 

practical advice and wisdom, 

all lead me from darkness into light. 

From darkness I bring forth my love. 

From darkness I bring forth my vaginal joy. 
I bring forth my love and my vaginal joy, 


for Master Roscoe Forthright. 


I take his holy semen into my mouth. And swallow. 
I swallow because I am an intelligent woman, 

with free will, freedom of choice, 

and no patience for lies and fantasies, 


and no patience for slave-owners. 
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THE EPISTLE OF SAINT KIM 


Oneness, in my mouth, in my vagina. 


I love the feel and texture of your warm flesh 


in my mouth, your soft cock growing full. 


In my mouth you ache and quiver, 
as my pussy splashes wet, 

as close to God and Lord Jesus 

as most people ever get, 

our love-play more fun than 

any devout and lovely prayer 


ever written in any religion. 


When our hearts open wide 
ready to love and to be loved, 
when are bodies are fully aroused, 
when we sustain our ecstasy 

long enough to pay attention, 


long enough to learn from the event... 


Oneness becomes possible. 


O87 


Oneness in the sense of Buddhist Nirvana, 
Islamic Oneness of God, available to us, 

a Jewish personal covenant with God, 

a Christian touching the Mind of God. 


We take our religion one step further. 


At the peak of orgasm, 

In the sustained instant of time 
when our minds and bodies vibrate, 
so full of joy we can hardly stand it, 
In the sustained instant of time, 
when we are paying attention, 

we can merge, become One 


with the Eternal Oneness. 


Try this for yourselves. 

You need not take my word for it. 

I rely on no Holy Books 

written thousands of years ago. 

I rely on personal experience, 

and I am just telling you about it. 
Iam no evangelist going door to door. 


Iam no Vatican, ridiculously self-confident. 


In our ecstatic moments 
when our minds and spirit float 
above the sexual pleasures, 


we use our bodies like well-made boats, 
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Viking ships with all oars in the water, 
to carry us places we can discover 

in no other way, by no other means. 
In other words, cocks and pussies 

are fiery religious chariots, 

more reliable than any rule book 
collected from ancient languages, 


with nothing we can touch and feel. 


My body fully aroused, 

my eyes sparkle, I bite my lip, 

and I am certain all those stark 
medical and scientific descriptions 
of orgasms truly miss the point. 

Like a Google algorithm attempting 
to define God by searching databases. 
It will never work. Computers 

do not have orgasms, and will 


never ever have orgasms. 


I bite my lip as I watch your cock 

full up, pointing toward God, 

my fingertips move across, over 

and around the mushroom head. 

I make detailed maps with my tongue, 
and press the tip into your small orifice. 
This is what explorers do. Look around 


and make accurate maps of the place. 
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I take the mushroom tight in my mouth. 
I suck out your sacred ejaculate. Yes! 
Yes! Yes! You come in my mouth 

as I suck, as I squeeze your balls. 

If this is not a religious experience 

I have no idea why it feels so good, 

as if God designed orgasms 


for this specific holy purpose. 


I do not stop with your ejaculation. 
The lesson is not complete. 

I spend time with semen on my tongue, 
to notice the salty flavor and slickness, 
and I swallow. I swallow your cream 
because that is the only sensible 


thing to do with sacred semen. 


In fact, scientists say, semen is nutritious. 
Fructose, Ascorbic acid, Zinc, Protein, 
Calcium, Citric acid, Magnesium, 

Vitamin B12, Vitamin C, Sodium, 
Potassium, Lactic acid and Nitrogen. 
Though never enough to live on. 

My minimal daily requirement for orgasms 


always larger than the supply of nutrients. 
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For spiritual purposes, those details do not matter. 
I come and come and come 

as you gush cream into my mouth! 

I come and come and come 

as you gush cream into my vagina! 
(And my anus is also available 

if you ever choose to travel there.) 

Our fiery chariots, our Viking ships, 
our bodies carry us over seas 
uncharted by all the people 

who stayed home mumbling 

mantras or counting beads 

and consulting venerable scholars 

to explain obscure passages in Hebrew, 


Arabic, Aramaic, Pali or Sanskrit. 


With first-hand experience of God, 
like a Sufi whirling and singing, 
beating drums and playing the ney, 
like a Buddhist in eight states of trance, 
Rumi and Hafez are much closer to us 


than anything written by Martin Luther. 
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First-hand experience of God, 

in the deepest core of each orgasm. 
Now you are laughing, laughing, 
thinking this nude young woman 
is off her rocker, on thin ice 

with no philosophic snowshoes, 
nothing to hold her up, except 

her own sweet ass, and those 
wonderful, lovely breasts, 

and oh, oh my God... 


her pierced pubic folds 

and her orgasmic vagina. 

Truthfully, no philosophic snowshoes 

are needed under such warm circumstances, 
and why would anyone even bother to ask, 


to ask nonsense questions, taking notes, 


when God is obviously standing right here. 


® 
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THE EPISTLE OF SAINT OLIVIA 


Jack it for me. Take of those pants and get comfortable. I am 
Olivia Taware. An Ethiopian girl, raised in France, and living 
in British Columbia, in the woods, in Canada. In the 
Meditation Centers of Saint Alexander, I teach oral sex. I teach 


fifty ways to suck, lick, kiss and caress miraculous erect cocks. 


You. You, wherever you are, watching this video. If you are a 
boy. Take out your smooth, soft cock. And jack it for me. You 
are my novice. My initiate. My student. I will teach you a 
thing or two. I wish to see your soft flesh grow full. Full and 


hard. Ready to take into my mouth. 


Squeeze your cock. Stroke your cock. Slap that little fellow 
around. As you watch Saint Alexander pump me from behind. 
He loves to hold my soft fanny, and slap against me. He loves 


to bury his aching cock inside me tight, warm, eager vagina. 


In other videos, on our website, you will see my mouth full of 
cock. Full of long, thick, eager, young cock. Imagine your cock 
is that cock. Imagine my mouth closed tight, closed tight 
around your cockhead. Feel the suction of my mouth around 


your cockhead. 
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Imagine my tongue, making circles around your cockhead, 


while it is swollen, up full, held inside my mouth. 


Imagine your whole cock in my mouth, aching and tingling in 
my mouth. 


Are you still jacking it? Are you still, full and hard for me? Do 
not stop. And, do not come. Do not gush your beautiful, 
delicious, load of sacred semen. Do not ejaculate, until I tell 
you to ejaculate. Hold it back. Wait for me. You will learn 
nothing at all, if you just whack it off. Practice self-control. 
Practice restraint. Savor each moment of pleasure. Make 
those moment last. Focus your mind on the intense pleasure of 
your full cockhead. Make the pleasure last longer, with self- 


control. 


Now you are ready to see more of me. Watch Amber use her 
dildo on me. Watch Alexander eat my pussy. Watch me spread 
my thighs over Roscoe's face. Watch me sit on his mouth, and 
hold his face snug into my wet, vaginal lips. That should give 


you some good ideas. 


Something to think about whenever you want to smile. Stroke 
your cock for me. Take your balls in your other hand and 
caress them. Keep yourself fully erect for me. That is what 


good students do. Good students get to come in my mouth. 


Imagine more. Imagine your shaft, tight inside my pussy, 
pumping me from behind, just like Roscoe pumps me from 
behind. Now imagine, I stand over your face, holding your 
head in my hands. Holding your mouth against my sweet- 
smelling, honey-tasting pussy lips. You can lick me as long as 
you wish to lick me. I will reach behind my fanny, and jack 


your cock with both of my hands as you lick me. 
Imagine all this. And jack it for me. 


This is the truth. Using your imagination is the very first lesson 
in the sacred rites of Roscoe Forthright. Your imagination gets 
the job done. Even when there is no handy, friendly, human 
female in the room with you. You can bring them, fully into 
your mind. Even when no cheerful, happy, eager, beautiful, 
human female is in the room, to suck you off. Think about me. 
Watch this video. I will suck you off. In your imagination. If 
you come to our Meditation Centers, I may suck you off in 
person. That is one of my jobs as a teacher of spiritual boys. 
You will gush cream into my mouth. You will gush cream on 
my smiling face. You will gush another load of cream into my 
mouth. And, I will swallow your semen. I will swallow your 
cream, and lick every drop from your satisfied cock. 

Now. Come for me. Ejaculate for me. Shoot cream for me. I 


love when you ejaculate for me. 


Welcome to the Meditation Centers of Saint Alexander. 


Sacred Ureams 
and Incarnations 
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Archangel Gabriel 


One morning Alexander walked out into the woods, near his 
cabin in the forest of British Columbia. Overnight snow had 
fallen, over a half-meter deep in some places. It crunched 
under his boots. Alexander walked a quarter kilometer down 
the gravel, then left the road heading into the forest along a 
bough-cover path, a favorite trail of deer. The path led to a 
large clearing, three basalt boulders, under old growth 
timber. Coming around a cluster of young cedars, Alexander 
stopped in surprise. An elderly native aboriginal man was 
sitting on the lowest boulder. He wore a new white parka, 
with the logo of the American ball team, the Cleveland 
Indians, the smiling Chief Wahoo. The elderly man wore 
shiny new hiking boots from Cabela's. He was whittling and 


oak branch with a hunting knife. 


Alexander had not expected to see anyone in this isolated spot. 
His closest neighbors lived over four miles away. Roscoe 
approached the man and said hello. The man looked up at 
him with a charming, warm smile and said, “Hello, young 


man. Beautiful day, is if not?” 


“Yes.” Alexander replied, “I love the new fallen snow.” 
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The two persons sat quietly for a few moments. 

Then, Alexander said, “I am Alexander Thorsson, visiting from 
Washington State. My girl-friends have a cabin not far from 
here. Do you live around here?” 

The elderly man smiled and said,”Oh no, no not at all. 1am 
just passing through. I travel a lot. And I have not been to 
Canada in many years.” 

Alexander asked, “What is your name?” 

The man replied, “Oh, pardon me. Let me introduce myself. 
The people in this area call me Raven. In other places I go by 
other names. I am a trumpet player. When I lived in New 
Orleans, the folks called me, Gaby Silverhorn. But to most 
people, in most places in Hebrew, Islamic and Christian 
traditions I am called Gabriel. 

Alexander assumed this was a joke. He laughed and said, “You 
are an archangel! Like the old song, bringing down the walls 
of Jericho.” 

“Well, yes...” the man replied, “That was me. I caught Holy Hell 
from Jehovah over that one. I was simply playing my horn, as 
The Lord God Commanded, but I got carried away, improvised 


a bit too long, and caused unnecessary havoc.” 
Alexander was completely silent. 


And the Archangel Gabriel said, “Don't look at me 


that way, young man. 
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Iam not crazy, and I am not anything special. I am just an 
average Archangel taking a few days off to go fishing, and 


camping in the woods.” 


The Archangel continued, “ I will tell you something you 
probably do not know. Time and Space are useful, but they are 
illusions. A 20-year-old man and a 90- year-old man can be 
equally alert, energetic and alive in their minds and spirits. 
But the 90-year-old man is less able to physically express his 
youthful and lively spirit. The body grows old, but spirit, mind 
and joyfulness are eternal. Sometimes the body declines, the 
mind and spirit leave, exit to other realms, sometimes years 
before the physical bod dies. This fact of fluidity, the illusion 
of space and time allows me to travel. My job and my Boss, 
Jehovah, requires me to travel across time, at times to places 
which are nonexistent, when viewed from 21st Century 
planet Earth. I keep busy. There is always some disaster 
somewhere, some mess to clean up. And believe me, humans 
are not the only beings who create colossal disasters. Gods, 
goddesses, angels, archangels, demons and the djinn also fuck 
up. Willfully or accidentally cause damage to the Celestial 
Universe. They make bad choices, back the wrong side in this 
war or in that spiritual struggle. Lucifer is the most obvious 


example of betting on the wrong horse. 
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Some celestial beings remain aloof and blissfully distant, when 
the should be down on Earth, getting their hands dirty, getting 
good things done. Getting rid of the vermin, the sociopath 
political leaders who cause wars, and cause mass suffering for 
no good reason at all. Celestial beings could intercede, but 
often they do not. Once in awhile, I get a few decades off from 
the Archangel business. From 1920 to 1960 I led a quiet life 
in New Orleans, playing jazz in local clubs, boozing it 

up, getting laid. Then, the Lord God gave me a job in Cuba. 
You know, the Cuban Missile Crisis. Those Russian rockets 
pointed at Washington D.C. Your pathetic leaders came 
within hours of achieving Actual Armageddon. 

And that is not the first time I have pulled humanity's ass out 
of the fire. 


I should tell you, being 5000 years old, I have seen 
civilizations come and go. Leaders are often the last people fo 
understand and accept reality, and adapt to new realities. 
Leaders often cling to dead ideas, self-destructive ideas and 
self-destructive ideologies. I should tell you specifically, the 
Old Testament stories of God destroying nations are wildly 
exaggerated. Most nations destroy themselves. God has 
nothing to do with it. God is severe in defending Free Will. 
Humans are given Free Will, and that includes the Free Will to 
destroy themselves. The Free Will of a man like Hitler or Stalin 


causes the death of tens of millions of people. 
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All that suffering and death could have been avoided. 
Ordinary people who allow Hitlers and Stalins into positions 
of power are equally guilty as the brutal leaders. The citizens 
of the United States are responsible for piles of dead bodies, in 
Vietnam, in Cambodia, in the Iraq and Afghan wars, and in 
other places where their were no U.S. soldiers, but piles of U.S. 
made munitions. U.S. rockets and bombs blowing people up. 
You might wish to blame your leaders, but you must 


also blame yourselves for putting those leaders in power.” 


Gabriel paused for a long time. “I am sorry, my young friend 
Alexander. What past generations did is not your fault. But 
your own young people, the people who now vote for leaders, 
are often equally taken in by outrageous lies. They also have 
the capacity to vote for sociopath leaders who drop bombs 
and sell munitions. After watching humanity for 5000 years, I 
can say I am deeply disappointed. I did not intend to spout my 
anger at you. I simply get angry about it all from time to time. 


Please, let's go for a walk.” 


As Gabriel stood up,Alexander noticed a slight shimmer, an 
iridescence in the air around the Angel. The Angel wore a 
furry winter hat with ear-flaps. Snow crunched under the 
thick soles of his new boots. The Angel smiled to himself, 
thinking about “thick souls.” 
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But he said nothing to Alexander. The Angel and Roscoe 
moved through the bushes and sapling fir trees to the edge of 
a small pool. The pool was open to the sky, though closely 
surrounded by tall, densely grown old cedars, giving the 
impression of an outdoor nature-made cathedral. The spring- 
fed pool was connected to a narrow streams, gurgling half a 
kilometer to a lake. Alexander saw sunlight gleam off the 
distant lake. He was surprised to see freshwater flowing in the 
spot, in Canadian midwinter. The warmth of the air 

within the forest cathedral told him this was a hot spring, and 
steam now swirled above the surface of the pool. Roscoe could 
see trout in the crystal clear water, moving slowly ten meters 
below the surface. This sacred place stood bright in 

midday sunlight, with shadows of the cedars playing on the 


surface, as boughs swayed in a slight breeze. 


This church was silent, except for the gurgling water and 
three ravens talking to each other in the treetops. 

Archangel Gabriel took off his fur coat, and lay it in the snow. 
He wore an intricately patterned blue and white Norwegian 
sweater of wool. He also took off the sweater and now stood in 


blue jeans and a black tee-shirt from Old Navy. 


Alexander laughed out loud, seeing an Archangel wearing 


an Old Navy logo. 
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The Angel did not notice. He raised his arms slowly, chest 
high. The wand he had been whittling was pointed skyward 
in his right hand. Gabriel caste the sign of the pentacle over 
the waters, the Occult five-pointed star. Next, he caste the 
six-pointed Star of David, and finally the four-armed 
Christian Cross. He said nothing during these ritual gestures. 


Archangels do not need to say anything. 


The Elemental Spirits, the Cosmos Itself is responsive to 


Invocations of Archangels. 


Alexander realized, Gabriel was using the forest pool as a 
scrying pool, as soothsayers use a mirror or a crystal ball. 
Moment after Gabriel's invocation a mist formed over the 
entire pond, and in the mist a vision came into focus. The 
image became a high-resolution wide-screen vision of 
ancient Egypt. Alexander knew this was not 21st Century 
Egypt, because the Great Pyramid of Giza was only half-built. 
Workmen were milling about, drinking beer, as if on an 


afternoon break. 


Gabriel turned to Alexander and said: “I will be going now. It 
was a pleasure to meet you, Alexander. I hope we will meet 
again someday. You are a good fellow, an honest, intelligent 
man, with a good head on your shoulders. Unfortunately, 


you live in difficult times. 
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Your powerful people often work for personal gain, 

and do not care at all for the survival of your civilization. 
Don't let the bullshit, and endless propaganda of your leaders 
get you down. Remain creative, clever and cheerful. Most 
every civilization rests heavily on mountains of bullshit, and 
yours is no exception. At some point, 20 years from now, 80, 
100 or 200 years from now, your civilization will cease to 
exist, or be entirely and completely unrecognizable as a 
worthwhile civilization. This happens to all civilizations. 
Yours is no exception. Your arrogant, irrational leaders think 
the gravy train goes on forever! Feel grateful for your ability 
to see through cultural, social and political lies. Enhance 
your capacity to view Actual Reality, the Actual Truth which 
exists. This is the Reality you and I live in, entirely separate 
from the invented, fictitious and completely inaccurate 
version of reality, pushed by your government and 


corporate leaders. 


Here with you today, I can say with complete accuracy: You 
and I exist within the Oneness, which is the Living, Joyful, 
Active Mind of God. Most of your world leadership has no 
notion of this large and wondrous Reality. They operate 
within their small defective imaginations, and make small and 
defective decisions. Like World War I, and World War II and 


all the rest of your death-cult wars. 
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Many of your current world leaders, in politics and in 
business are death cult apocalypse zombies. 

Today, in these woods my Boss, the Lord God Jehovah, wants 
you to know His Godly Personification is Laughable. You exist 
within the Oneness of His Mind. All things exist and are 
spiritually interconnected Within the Oneness of the 

Living, Joyful Active Mind of God. Oneness is a more accurate 
term for His Existence. The word God, always contains fuzzy 


attributes of man-made gods.” 


Archangel Gabriel shook Alexander's right hand warmly. 
Then turned facing the pool, and became a shimmering ball of 
golden light. The shimmering ball which was once the native 
aboriginal man, mingled with the mist, and became 
indistinguishable from the mist around the far side of the 
pond. A moment later, Alexander saw Archangel Gabriel 
appear inside the vision of ancient Egypt. Gabriel was dressed 
in the clothes of an Egyptian trader, with a long brown cloak. 
In his hands he held the reins of a large camel. With one hand 
he stroked the camel's head. Standing there in ancient Egypt, 
Gabriel turned and looked up, directly at Alexander. He let go 
of the camel's reins and waved at Alexander with both hands, 
smiling and laughing. Then Gabriel turned away, leading the 


camel toward the unfinished Great Pyramid of Giza. 
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Within ten minutes the vision of Egypt faded completely, 
leaving afternoon sunlight sparkling on the surface of the 
pool. Alexander sat in the snow looking at the pond above the 
hot-spring, the hot-spring which fed the pond, the pond 
which fed the stream, the stream which fed the shimmering 


lake. This is how thing flow from One Source. 


Alexander sat there quietly for twenty minutes, with joyful 
tears streaming over his cheeks. Roscoe Forthright, the creator 
of 78 short porn films, the enthusiastic boinker of beautiful 
young women, the writer, composer and future leader of the 
Sacred Followers of Saint Alexander sat quietly in the 

woods on Vancouver Island, British Columbia. He knew he 
had just experienced a Biblical miracle, and spent the 
morning and early afternoon with Archangel 


Gabriel, the trumpet-player, Gaby Silverhorn. 


@ 


106 


Chakrasamvara 


Alexander Thorsson and Kate Wilkins meet Chakrasamavara. 


In total, over a period of three months, Alexander probably 
shot semen into, onto, or very close to Kate eight or nine times. 
He never concerns himself with accurate accounting of 
sploodge. He got naked with her, and made videos with her 
twelve times, and not every video contains a cumshot. 

These two adult humans get along fabulously, with good 
humor, cheerfulness and no small amount of mutual love and 
tenderness. Of course, there were no implied romantic 
commitments in their lusty relationship. Alexander remains, 
the filmmaker. And Kate, the hot, young naked girl having 
orgasms. Alexander only spoke briefly, in casual ways, about 
the serious intentions of his films, meaning: the furtherance of 
human spiritual knowledge through the medium of x-rated, 


heterosexual cinema. 


That noble intention is a bit much for most people to take-in. 
And most people would simply roll their eyes to heaven, 
thinking, “Wonderful. Just what we all need. Another artistic 
genius and guru, wanting us to find God, Higher 
Consciousness and Spiritual Enlightenment through the 
popular ritual we call Fucking. Masturbatory, oral, vaginal 


and even anal fucking. Yeah, sure. 
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That's just what we all need in 2021 in the United States of 
America, and on the World Wide Web)” 


Alexander is aware, his religious philosophy is likely to be 
ignored, laughed at, and completely misunderstood by 95% of 
his viewers. Which leads to interesting math, based on the 
tabulated views his 40 videos have received online: 1,043,821 
views in the past 4 years. That means, there are potentially 
52,191 people who might honestly grasp what Alexander is 
talking about, and want to know more about it. Of that open- 
minded and spiritually curious 5%, there may be a few 
hundred people, who have already been thinking and 
worshiping in ways similar to his own. With his tongue inside 
Kate's orgasmic vagina, Alexander sincerely hopes Kate 

is among the 5% of people open to the idea of spiritual 
sexuality. Alexander really, really hopes Kate may come, 
literally cum, to appreciate his spiritual ideas, and 

wish to know more about the whole, weird and lusty pagan 


philosophy. 


To his great pleasure and surprise, as she is in the middle of 
an orgasm, sitting on Alexander's face, Kate cries out. “Thank 
you, Great Horned-God! I want your Sacred Semen in my 
mouth! I want your Thick Cosmic Cock, pounding my pussy 


from behind!” 
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Alexander said, “I can help you with that, young lady. Please, 


bend over on your elbows and knees.” 


Kate laughed, said nothing, and changed her position to make 
her fanny ready for Alexander's modest-sized, yet gloriously 
enthusiastic erection. At this point things got hallucinogenic, 
even in Roscoe's estimation of reality. A glowing lime-colored 
orb became visible, surrounding the couple on all sides. 
Roscoe knelt and Kate lay on a queen-size mattress, raised up 
by a wooden platform, in the center of Roscoe's photography 
studio. The room was about twenty feet wide, and the lime- 
colored orb filled the room. Alexander and Kate were 
positioned in the center of the orb, as the light pulsed and 
changed colors in a repeated, slow sequence: Lime, purple, 
turquoise, forest green, orange, golden yellow, shimmering 
silver, and dark red. It took almost a minute for the orb to 


cycle through these color changes. 


Surprised, but not distracted, Alexander continued to pump 
Kate from behind, gripping her soft, round fanny firmly in his 
strong hands. Kate exhaled small and large moans at the apex 
of every thrust. The orb was contracting around them, 

now only inches away from Kate's head and Alexander's ass. 
Its texture was watery and translucent, perhaps an inch thick, 
and behind the first orb, a larger brighter orb appeared. The 


second sphere enclosed the first sphere. 
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The second sphere also rotated through a series of colors, 


swirling behind the colors of the inner sphere. 


By now, this phenomenon became completely distracting to 
the lovers. Alexander disengaged from copulation, and both 
humans sat on the edge of the bed, wondering what the hell 


was going on. 


Alexander and Kate hear a clear, male voice, in plain, 
unaccented English, speak the following words. “I am 
Chakrasamvara. I arrive in swirling colors, as my True Form 
might shock and upset you. I wish to transmit One Divine 
Teaching. You will listen now. Pay close attention to every 


word. Remember every word.” 


Both humans sat alert in anticipation. But there is only silence 
and swirling colors for several minutes. Then the voice 
returns. To Chakrasamvara it sounds over-dramatic, 

like the deep, resonant narration of some Bollywood epics. 
Too manly. Exaggerated. Over-acted. Nonetheless, he pays 


close attention. 
Chakrasamvara speaks: “Oneness is the worthy goal of your 


orgasms. The sacred cock and the sacred vagina exist to create 


Cosmic Joy, beyond the small gates of human joy. 
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Properly perceived, each satisfying orgasm brings you closer 
to God, closer to Oneness with all other humans, with all 
other beings, with planets, stars, galaxies, and all beings 
within those galaxies. To see only the small gates, to 
experience only the small joys, wastes many human lifetimes. 
Only those who look further, advance the progress of human 
reality. Do not waste your lifetime, filling it with small 


unimportant joys.” 


The god stopped talking. And the double-swirling spheres 


faded slowly into nonexistence. 


Alexander got up and went to his laptop, to Google-search: 
Chakrasamvara. He was glad he said nothing to piss off this 
particular god. Alexander brought the laptop to Kate, to show 
her various high resolution images of Chakrasamvara 
(pronounced "Chakra-some-vahra".) In the traditional 
mandalas, Chakrasamvara sits in a proud, militant pose, 
firmly embracing his partner, Vajravarahi. 

Chakrasamvara is a powerful god (a wrathful deity or yidam) 
in Buddhism. In many traditional mandalas, Chakrasamvara's 
fully erect cock is held tightly inside 

Vajravarahi's vagina. Often we only see the God's big blue 
balls. Chakrasamvara often appears with godly blue skin, and 


his consort with pink, tan or red human skin. 
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Her breasts are large, her nipples erect. Both deities are 
sexually aroused, and ready for more action. In Tibetan 
Buddhist teaching, their divine embrace is a metaphor for the 
union of great bliss and emptiness, which are one and the 
same essence, a Oneness, rather than a romantic couple 
having a good time. When looking at the detail of such 
mandalas, we notice the Blue God wears a garland of fifty 
moist human heads hanging about his neck, and he has a row 
of five skulls above his forehead. Clearly, this is a god no one 


wishes to piss off. 
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Lord Shiva 


Alexander buys four witch-cloaks in deep purple, green, 
black and dark brown. Red cords of red cotton rope will serve 
as belts for these cloaks. Each girl will also wear a red leather 
bondage collar, a studded dog-collar with dangling silver 
chains and silver nipple clips. (Alexander is not certain if he 
will use the nipple clips in the ritual, but they add visual 
charm, especially for the BDSM crowd.) 


Alexander and the young Capt. Evil spend six days camping 
in the forest, walking eight to ten miles each day, scouting for 
the best location. Neither man has been camping since they 
were boy scouts. For Roscoe this was 45 years ago, in the 
woods of northern Michigan. For Capt. Evil this was only 8 
years ago in Coeur d'Alene, Idaho. They discover they have 
retained many outdoor skills, pitching a tent, building a lean- 
to, fishing from shore, building a campfire and cooking on 
that fire. The younger man was a prankster, often inventing 
cheerful fun. He was assisted by his loyal scout troop. As their 
senior officer, he commanded respect, especially when he 
made the other boys laugh. Once, on being told a girl-scout 
troop was coming to visit, coming to stay overnight, Capt. Evil 


rallied his men. 
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The boys decorated the girl's cabin with colorful bras and 

panties (stolen from the drawers of the boys older sisters.) On 
another occasion, the Capt. and his trusted lieutenants caught 
five chipmunks, and released them in the dining hall, at noon 
on Jamboree Day when all the Boy Scout big-shots and many 


astonished parents were having cherry and pumpkin pie. 


Now, in his early 20's Capt. Evil retains the playful name 
given him as a leader of Boy Scouts. Between the ages of 15 
and 21, the young man acquired many tattoos, which make 
the name, Capt. Evil even more appropriate. When he began 
to appear in porn films, the nickname became the film 
persona, and hundreds of girls wet their panties, watching the 
handsome, slender young man with super-sexy tattoos pump 


females to orgasm! 


Having found a suitable location, Alexander rents a cabin, 
stocks it with supplies and makes a quick trip to Seattle to 
gather the witch-robes, and the girls. His witches, 

Carolina, Beth and Kate are all eager for a road trip, a 
vacation in the woods, away from Covid, away Black Lives 
Matter and all the other current intense bullshit of living in a 
major city in the United States of America. They began 


shooting the following day. 
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We see a wide-view, a misty forest, firs, cedars, spruce, large 
maple and black cottonwood trees. Our attention focuses on 
the silhouette of a grove of giant cedars, towering in the half- 
lit sky. We hear rustlings, gentle wind in the boughs, 

crickets, frogs and other early morning forest sounds. Our 
view narrows, passes between the dark trees like a slow flying 
bird, to reveal a silent lake. We pause at the shore. A trout 
jumps, the splash echoes, and rings of concentric circle widen 
from where the fish had been. We hear the eerie, haunting 
voice of a loon, quiet at first, then filling the air over the lake, 


as if some evil will soon occur. 


A great horned owl, flaps quickly by, startled from high 
branches. A bullfrog begins to boom, as if at our feet, 
increasing our sense of dread. The fog over the lake now 
appears ominous, moving slowly, in thick billows toward the 
shore. The camera turns, as if running back into the woods, 
following a deer trail along a narrow gurgling stream. We 
hear panting, as if the cameraman is terrified, trying to 
escape some horrible menace. We reach a clearing, where the 
cameraman stops, leaning on a thick maple tree to catch his 


breath. We hear his breath grow calmer. 


We still hear the loon, far off, as background to the loud, 


gurgling stream. 
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Our view widens to take in the entire clearing. We see lush 
ferns four to six feet high, bright green moss and orange 
plate-size mushrooms cling to fallen cedar trees. 

Suddenly, we hear a strong gust of wind toss the high cedar 
branches. Two crows start up an angry conversation, raucous 
accusing each other of some awful social blunder. The 
argument continues as we peek past a tangle of blackberry 
vines and milk thistles. The crows grow silent. We hear only a 


solitary wood thrush some distance away. 


Under a canopy of fir and cedar trees we see three female 
witches hooded in green, black and dark brown ropes. The 
robes are open to the waist, revealing firm, pale white breasts. 
Each woman wears a red leather collar; silver chains dangle 
down between their breasts. The witches stand around a wide 
cedar stump, which rises chest-high from the mossy forest 
floor. The stump is six feet wide or more, and has been 
polished to a smooth finish, lacquered in clear varnish. On 
this high-gloss surface two three-foot high red candles burn 
to the left and right. This is their altar. This is the place of 


sacrifice. 


A tall, slender man enters the scene. He pushes back the hood 
of his deep purple robe, to reveal a noble face, a head covered 
in thick red curls. His closely trimmed beard and mustache 


are also red. 
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This is the High Priest of the Coven. He brings 
out a dagger and carves a pentagram, a small precise 
pentagram on the smooth surface of the altar. He then 


approaches the witch dressed in black. 


He pulls back her hood, and grabs her thick auburn hair in 
one hand, dragging her with him to stand in front of the altar. 
He unties her belt, strips her naked and kisses her firmly on 
the mouth. His strong hands squeeze both her breasts as he 
kisses her. His hands move to her fanny, squeezing both 
cheeks as he continues kissing her. Pointing with his hand to 
the soft moss at his feet, the High Priest commands: “Kneel, 
Sister Witch! The Horned-God grows impatient!” The nude 
woman goes down on her hands and knees, and the High 
Priest uses her round fanny as a stepping stone, raising 


himself up on top of the altar. 


He gestures for the girl to rise, which she does, putting on her 
black robe and returning to stand with the other girls behind 
the altar. The High Priest takes off his robe, spreading his feet 
wide, to stand nude in the center of the altar. The camera 
moves to a close-up of the man's feet, and moves slowly up his 
body, showing his ankles, the raven tattoo and skull tattoos on 
his shins, up to his knees. The camera comes to a full stop, as if 
in shock, the man's long dangling penis filling our vision. 


Nothing in the universe exists, we here silence, awe-struck 
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silence of eternity as we view the eight-inch soft phallus, with 
cedar trees to either side. We wonder what this beautiful flesh 
might look like fully erect! Slowly, the camera continues up 
the man's flat belly, up to his muscular chest, up to his 


handsome, strong and kind face. 


The camera pulls back, allowing us to see the entire altar. The 
witches now stand with their hands pressed together before 
their chests, in the traditional gesture of Christian prayer. We 
understand from the documentary subtitles, “90% of 
Wiccans in the United States and Canada were raised as 


Catholics. Ritual appeals to them.” 


The witch in black moves to the left of the altar. The witch in 
brown moves to the right. The witch in green moves to the 
front of the altar, facing the High Priest. All three girls strip to 
the waist, the red cord holding the fallen robes like long 
dresses falling to their feet. We notice their nipples are 
contracted and erect in the cool morning air. The witch in 
black lays cedar boughs on the alter in front of the High 
Priest. The witch in green moves close to the altar, and the 
High Priest kneels in front of her on the cedar boughs. The 
witch in green stands on her tiptoes, lifting herself up to take 
the High Priest's soft phallus into her mouth. She sucks it 
slowly, lovingly, clearly enjoying the warm, smooth flesh as it 


grows large and fills her mouth. 
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Fully erect, the girl can barely get half of the cock into 
her mouth. She concentrates her attention on the glorious 


wide cockhead. 


The witches in black and brown now spread cedar boughs 
across the altar, being careful not to knock over the two large 
red candles. “All three witches ascend the Altar of the Horned- 
God” (we see this in a subtitle) as the girls climb up, and 
remove their robes. They kneel around the High Priest, 


ready, expectant. 


The High Priest is now standing and offers his full erection to 
the witches. They take turns sucking the Sacred Member. 
When they do not have the cock in their mouths, they kiss and 
caress his smooth-shaven balls, stroke his firm thighs and 
fanny. After som e time the High Priest claps his hands loudly, 
the clapping echoes in the silent woods. The witches 
withdraw from him, and he sits between them, crossed-legged 
like a yogi. The witches then draw close, two laying their 
heads in his lap, one laying her head between his feet. 

The man's cock is still, rigid, fully erect. His cock begins to 
shimmer and radiate a deep purple light, the cock itself 
gradually contains this purple color, the flesh-tone 


altogether gone. 
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The witches feel radiant warm and energy emanating from 
the purple cock. They move they faces and mouths close to the 
pulsing purple cock, their eyes tearful in awe and admiration. 
Each girl closes one hand around it, as if stacking hands on a 


warm, glowing purple baseball bat. 


Now the cockhead vibrates sound, a resonant humming... 
OOMMMMM. AUMMMMMMM. 


The cockhead changes color to an azure blue, while the shaft 
remains deep purple. The Holy Phallus vibrates and throbs as 
the witches kiss it from all angles. At this moment the High 
Priest, the tattooed, handsome, muscular and healthy young 
man appears to be in seizure! His eyes roll up and back in his 
head. There is an ominous gurgle in his manly throat. His 
tongue lolls out, as if he had lost control of it. Something is not 
right. Some inner torment is shaking the young man. His 
limbs tremble. Not knowing what to do, the three girls in 
complete dismay, continue to kiss, stroke and suck the 
throbbing purple cock with the azure cockhead. They 


desperately hope the seizure will subside and pass. 


At last, the crisis is over. The High Priest is serene. A smile 
spreads over his relaxed face. In a voice not his own, a rich 
tenor voice (not the soft bass voice of the young man) the 


witches hear the following words: 
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“Remain calm, young ladies. The Lord Shiva now commands 
the body of your High Priest. He is still here, unharmed, 
watching you and loving you. Your ceremony, intended to 
summon the pagan god, has summoned me, Lord Shiva, the 


Destroyer of Worlds. 


Be not afraid. There is nothing in your minds or hearts which 
needs destroying. You are all noble Seekers of Truth. 
Unintentionally, you have performed the precise rites to bring 
me into Manifestation. I appear before you, to speak my 

mind, to speak in plain English, to be easily understood by 
people of the 21" Century. The Phallic Rite, sucking and 
stroking the Cosmic Cock, the sincerity of your intentions, 
even though you be actresses making a movie, your powerful 


sexual desire has brought you exactly what you desired. 


You should be made aware, I am the pagan Horned-God, and 
I am also one hundred- fifty-seven thousand other Gods, on 
twenty thousand worlds. I span your known Universe. I 
precede and follow the creation of every planet capable of 
sustaining intelligent life. I create and I destroy. This is my 
Cosmic Nature. In the sacred literature of India, in the Vedas, 
nothing is as sacred, as holy as worshiping my erect phallus or 


images of my erect phallus.” 
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The Lord Vishnu laughs, “Truly, very few humans get to see 
my Living Cock in person. Consider yourselves blessed! In the 
past ten thousand years, only 512 men and women have seen 
my Living Cock, enjoyed the throbbing purple with the 

azure cockhead.” The god is silent for a moment. “Only 43 
human females have tasted my purple and azure skin, and 
tasted my lime-orange, sweet-flavored semen.” Lord Shiva 


smiles warmly. 


Lord Shiva continues, “ It is no accident the creative energy 
and power of the Cosmos is Masculine, and the creative 
receiver, birth-mother and teacher is Feminine. Both the 
Sacred Cock and the Sacred Vagina are essential to the 
swirling of planets and galaxies, to keep, & move the celestial 
bodies and move human minds, to keep human minds in 
balance, to move human minds away from methods and forms 
of self-delusion and self-destruction. I will say clearly: Your 
20th Century was the most destructive era of human history, 
and many bad ideas from that century are still in play in the 
21st Century. Self-delusion and self-destruction continue 
because tens of millions of people remain unaware, 
uneducated to the basic facts of their Cosmic Existence. 
Leaders of nations are especially arrogant and uninformed. 
Many seem to enjoy being uninformed, and listen fo no one 


other than themselves. 
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The minds and bodies of such men and women are separate 
from the Oneness, they know nothing about the Oneness. 
They may have heard of it in school or from the mouths and 
writings of a few saints, but they do not believe one word of it. 
Their vanities and egos blot out all rational thought and all 
learning regarding larger Cosmic Realities. They have had 
little education about Divine Truth. And they have no interest 


in such education. 


The religious beliefs of large, well-respected churches fall 
short. Your philosophic schools and modern science, all fall 
pathetically short of accurate descriptions of reality. The 
sciences do exceptionally well in describing physical reality, 
and some forms of energy transfer, but they miss 90% of the 
larger picture. This is the downside of creating and spreading 
dogmas, be they religious or scientific. What all humans need 
are accurate and useful definitions of reality, and not just 
physical, scientifically measurable reality. I come to teach you 
some basic facts, and hope you will share this knowledge with 


other people. 


Here is one eternal fact. Each living human being is an 


essential, active cell in the living tissue of the Universe. 
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Hundreds of years of suffering would not happen, millions of 
citizen would not die in wars and deprivation, if leaders of 
nations and large populations of people understood that one 


basic fact.” 


Lord Shiva continues, “The Cosmos Itself relies on daily 
interaction between healthy, joyful living cells. When millions 
are killed for no good reason in wars, or specific acts of 
violence, the Universe Itself is harmed and diminished. When 
a planet such as yours, continues to perpetuate self- 
destruction, the citizens learning nothing worthwhile at all, 
over centuries of war and slavery. When millions of 

people are killed in wars, in specific acts of violence or 
neglect, the Universe Itself is harmed and diminished. When a 
planet such as yours continues to perpetuate self-destruction, 
to perpetuate arrogant, ignorant ideologies for the sake of 
enslaving people, your world causes damage to the creative 
and positive energy of your galaxy. In such cases, I step in, 
and annihilate the planet. If the disease has been particularly 
pernicious, I annihilate the whole star system, and 

sometimes the whole galaxy. Bad behavior by a handful of 
powerful humans, on one world, depletes and destroys the 
creative spiritual energy of other planets, even uninhabited 
planets. As Shiva the Destroyer, I am the Ultimate Solution to 
the bad behavior of your selfish, small-minded, uninspiring, 


short-sighted global leaders.” 
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In Dallas Cowboys Stadium. 


In a period of fifteen years, from three naked young women in 
a cabin on Vancouver Island, British Columbia, the Sacred 
Followers of Saint Alexander grew in size. After a full year of 
planning, most of the Followers traveled to Dallas, Texas for a 
group ceremony, far larger than any previous ceremony, 
more than ten times larger than the largest meeting on the 


zoom-platform Oneness2. 


80,000 people, a capacity crowd, joyfully filled the Dallas 
Cowboys Stadium. 38,543 of them were initiated Sacred 
Followers of Saint Alexander. A stage rose on the fifty-yard 
line, with seating on the fake grass, matrix turf with helix 
technology. The Masters of each Sacred Lodge formed these 
first rows of Followers, seated fifteen yards away from the 
stage. Alexander sat on a raised dais, on a cream-colored 
love-seat. (Some film fans will recognize this love-seat from 
Alexander's film, Sex Rituals, and other short videos. A favorite 
piece of furniture on which Alexander boinks Amber, Kim, 
Codie and Olivia.) The girls, Eva and Codie, Kim and Olivia 
sit on either side of Alexander,reclining on wide circular 
futons, in bright colors, red, lime green, orange and 


royal blue. 


20 


The girls are naked. Alexander is naked beneath his favorite 
dark green robe, with golden rune symbols on his chest, and 
vine, stem and leaf pattern embroidery around his wide 
shoulders. All this we see in close-up on the large 

stadium view-screens. The erect nipple on Amber's left breast 
is seen as an object one-foot wide! As sitar music is heard over 
the sound-system, the loud audience noise diminishes to a 
whisper, everyone expectant, eager to hear Alexander's first 


words. 


“Hello,” Alexander smiles. “Welcome to our Festival. I will not 
spoil any surprises. I will simply say, each one of you will be 
transformed, be transformed by a spiritual metamorphosis, 
and leave a different person than when you arrived. I will 


direct your attention to the air, forty feet above my head.” 


As he said this, a spherical cloud appeared, and grew from a 
few inches to a swirling globe twenty feet wide within a few 
seconds. The swirling colors were streaks of white and gold. 
Soon the entire globe began to pulse with single colors, colors 
rotating in a series: lime, purple, turquoise, forest green, 
orange, golden yellow, shimmering silver, and dark red. It 
took a full minute for the orb to cycle through these color 
changes. The sound of ocean wind accompanied these color 


changes. 
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It was obvious to all, the ocean sounds were coming from 

the swirling sphere, not from the stadium sound-system. The 
audience could also feel wind on their faces and smell salty 
air. From the center of the swirling sphere, the Tibetan God, 
Chakrasamvara steps forth. He carries in is arms, his naked 
consort, Vajravarahi. Chakrasamvara and Vajravarahi float 
slowly down from the cloud to land in the area in front of the 
stage. Flashes of lightening and thunder accompany this 
descent. A few lightening bolts touch the astro-turf, and leave 
melted puddles of helix technology, surrounded by charring 


and small flames. 


Alexander said, “This is Tibetan Lord Chakrasamvara and his 
consort Vajravarahi. Praise them with all your joy!” 

On the big screens, the audience saw a close-up of 
Chakrasamvara, and noticed his bright blue cock was fully 
erect. Chakrasamvara lifted Vajravarahi up, impaling her 
vagina with His Sacred Member. Vajravarahi snuggled down, 
laughing and smiling, bouncing up and down with 
Chakrasamvara's big blue balls tucked up tight against her 
small, firm, round fanny. She wrapped her legs around the 
God's hips, to secure her position. Chakrasamvara held her 
large breasts in two of his twelve hands. With his other ten 
hands, the God waved to the crowd, encouraging them to 


cheer and clap their hands. 
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Two pairs of his God-Hands began a rhythmic beat, which 
was soon picked up by the crowd, and the entire stadium 
throbbed to clapping hands and stomping feet, as Vajravarahi 


bounced on the Sacred Member of Chakrasamvara. 


Four minutes later, Lord Shiva swooped down from the sky in 
his Fire Chariot, Through the open dome, straight down from 
the puffy summer clouds over Texas. Lord Shiva screamed 
into the stadium, with the sound of a volcano erupting. Lord 
Shiva leaped from the Chariot to stand next to 
Chakrasamvara. And the Chariot sped off, skyward, 


disappearing in clouds far above. 


Alexander said, “This is the Hindu Lord Shiva, Lord Of Gods, 
Lord of the Universe, The One Who Bestows Prosperity, the 


Great Lord of Time, the Fierce One. Praise him with all your 


joy!” 


Lord Shiva raised his hands high above his head. And clapped 
his hands. Two hundred white doves appeared in the center of 
the stadium and flew off in all directions. The crowd roared. 
Chakrasamvara and his consort Vajravarahi were still in 
Celestial Copulation, so Lord Shiva slapped Vajravarahi on the 
ass, and the slap echoed like a clap of thunder across the 
stadium. The beautiful golden-skinned goddess, laughed. The 


entire stadium laughed! 
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Moments later, a large angel soared down, circling within the 
stadium dome, his silver wings were at least fifteen feet across. 
He wore a bronze helmet, carried a flaming sword in his right 


hand and a trumpet in his left hand. 


Alexander said, “This is Archangel Gabriel, the Trumpet- 
Player, the Angel of Revelation, Hero of the Battle of Bahr, 


Patron Saint of All Messengers. Praise him with all your joy!” 


Gabriel landed near Lord Shiva, blew out the flame of his 
sword, and set the shining blade on the grass. He raised his 
trumpet and blew four distinctive notes, familiar to all, the 


fanfare: “Da-Da- Ta-DaaaaaH\ 


In a booming, theatrical voice, Roscoe said, “And now, for the 
first time this side of Paradise, three Deities worshiped by 
billions of people. Never before seen together. Never in 
ancient times. Never in modern times. For the first time 


ever, welcome Guan-yin!? 


Most Texans have no idea who Guan-yin is, but the crowd 
was so worked-up they would cheer for most anything, so 
thousands of people stomped their feet, clapped and cheered. 
A burst of fireworks, sparklers and flames appeared, 
between the Four Deities and the very surprised first row 


of Sacred Followers. 
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Out from the flames stepped a fragile-looking beautiful Asian 
woman, wearing no clothes. She held one slender hand, shyly 
concealing her small breasts. Her other hand was raised aloft 
in a gesture of welcome. Guan-yin apparently felt no shyness 
in showing the world her lovely moist vagina. On the big 
screen, viewers noticed, the delicate curls of her black pubic 


hair were moist. 


Alexander said, “This is the Buddhist bodhisattva, Guan-yin. 
The One Who Perceives the Sounds of the World. The 


beautiful Avalokite_Wara and Lokesvara. The Sun and Moon 





were born from her eyes. The winds from her mouth, the 
earth from her feet, and the sky from her stomach. 


Praise her with all your joy!” 


The crowd went wild. No one. Not one Sacred Follower of 
Saint Alexander had expected to see a nude Asian Goddess 
today! Moments later two men dressed in Hawaiian shirts and 
blue jeans, stepped from the crowd, and slowly walked 
together, hand in hand, to stand next to the gorgeous, naked 


Guan-yin. 


Alexander said, “These men are Lord Jesus Christ and the 


Prophet Muhammad. neither man requires an introduction. 
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They have spoken for themselves, and 
continue to speak in the hearts and minds of billions of 


people. Praise them with all your joy!” 


The crowd was stunned. For several long seconds the stadium 
of 80,000 people was absolutely quiet. Then, simultaneously, 
those 80,000 people clapped hands, cheered or stomped their 
feet in tremendous joy! Many had tears in their eyes. 

98% of this audience were former Christians of one sort or 
another, and several thousand people were former Muslims. 
This was too wonderful for words, Jesus and Muhammad 
together, holding hands, and now taking off their clothes! Oh, 
My, God!! What is now going on?! 


Guan-yin was helping Jesus and Muhammad get naked. The 
jeans, Hawaiian shirts and two pairs of checkered boxer 
shorts now lay on the turf. The central figures of Christianity 
and Islam now stood naked before a crowd of 80,000 

Sacred Followers of Saint Alexander, and hundreds of 
thousands more people who were watching the live-feed 


simulcast on the internet. Oh, My, God!! 
Guan-yin now held the Sacred Penis of Christianity and the 


Sacred Penis of Islam in both her slender hands. And the cocks 


had sprung to life, fully erect! 
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Everyone could see this in huge detail on the big screens of the 
stadium. No human could believe their eyes. All were silent, 


breathless, moving quickly toward The Rapture. 


Guan-yin was jacking them! Jacking them!! 


& 
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The Hermaphrodite King and the Erhu-Player 


Within the constellation Orion, five planets in three star- 
systems adopted Chinese forms of art, architecture and 
clothing-styles. They did not adopt anything close to any 
form of Chinese government: neither Dynastic, 
Communist, nor Big-Cash Communist. These far planets 
valued art almost as much as money, and exported their 
musicians, charging fees no Earth-musician ever earned. 
Among the touring virtuoso players was Xin Kuan, 
without question the most talented erhu performer in the 
history of the instrument. She began touring when she 
was ten years old, and arrived on Regulus IV when she 
was fifteen. (Here we must make clear. on Regulus and 
on the Chinese-style planets children mature quickly, 
and the age-of-sexual-consent varies widely. Some 
young people know all about fucking, and behave 
maturely about fucking, as young as twelve. 

In other words, a sexy twelve-year old has no hesitation 
to tell an older uncle to fuck-off, and will probably laugh 
at the pathetic loser. In such societies, sexual 
intimidation does not exist. The value of a good 


education.) 
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The Hermaphrodite King attended a afternoon 
performance on Regulus IV, in the home of the Martian 
Ambassador, a performance of three sonatas for violin 
and piano, arranged for erhu by Xin Kuan. She 
performed Mozart, Sonata No. 22 in A major, Tartini, 


Devil's Trill and Debussy, Sonata in g minor. 


Halfway through the Devil's Trill, the polite 
Hermaphrodite King noticed he had an aching hard-on. 
He shyly covered his lap with his deep-blue robe, and 
held the erection in his strong right hand, squeezing it 
gently. He knew exactly why he was aroused. Xin Kuan 
was perhaps the most beautiful human female he had 
ever seen. The was covered from neck to ankle in an 
embroidered silk gown, with only her arms, hands; her 
lovely neck and face naked, glowing in candlelight. 

The King imagined her well-concealed small breasts, and 
her mysterious vagina. Who knows what art was held 


within her young pubic folds!? 


At the wine and dessert reception after the concert, The 
Hermaphrodite King felt unusually timid. He was never 
timid. When one is a King, with two soft, lovely breasts, 
and a glorious large penis, and a fresh-tasting and 
responsive vagina... when one has all that, one has no 


need to be timid. 


134 


Yet, he sat in a corner of the banquet hall, chatting with 
two minor regents from some frickin'-worthless planet in 
the middle of nowhere. The loud homosexuals having 
cornered him, kissing his hands and crooning. The King 
kept glancing past them, hoping to get a good view of Xin 


Kuan. She had not entered the room. 


When she did enter the room, she stood quietly at the 
entrance and received loud applause. She gazed slowly and 
intently around the room until her eye feel on The 
Hermaphrodite King. Without hesitation, she strode 
through the crowd, ignoring the entire crowd. 

She moved to stand within three feet of the King, looking up 
at him, smiling warmly. His eyes were shimmering 
turquoise, and she stood on her tiptoes, as the King was 


nearly seven-feet tall. 


Xin Kuan extended her small, slender hand and said, “Your 
Majesty, it is my honor to meet you. When I saw you in the 
audience, I could hardly contain my joy. I hoped I would 


play my very best for you.” 


There were tears in the young woman's eyes as she said 
these words. If Kings have groupies, she was certainly one 
of them; the most mature and sincere of them. He took her 


hand gently and raise it to his lips, 
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“The honor is all mine, Miss Kuan.” He could think of 
nothing else to say. Xin Kuan, waited for no interference, 
or disapproval of her handlers. (They are rushed into the 
room after her, two security men, and her booking agent.) 
She turned to her booking agent and said in a calm and 
commanding tone. “The King is now coming to my hotel 
room. I will not be disturbed for the next three days. Move 
along now. And, thank all the dignitaries for me. Please 
tell them I have urgent business with The Hermaphrodite 


King.” 


With that she left the room, dragging the King by the hand. 
Her security and her booking agent were too stunned to say 


a word. Miss Kuan had never behaved like this before. 


During the first night and day together, the King and the 
Erhu-Player talked and talked, and smiled until the faces 
ached. By the third day, Xin Kuan was nuzzling her face 
into the King's wondrous breasts, and he was spurting 

streams of regal cream onto her lovely face, and into her 


open mouth. 


® 
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Autumnal Orgy on Vega Prime 


The Hermaphrodite King invited 
Princess Hypatia to a three-day 
equinox orgy on Vega Prime. This was 
entirely new sexual territory for the 
reclusive philosopher-mathematician 
from the far Prometheus Cluster. 
Polyamorous interactions were beyond 
her personal experience, but her 
curious mind wanted to know more, 
and she completely trusted her 
cheerful, humorous and highly intelligent 
friend the Hermaphrodite 

King. She personally enjoyed and 
admired his long penis as it dangled 
mockingly, like a puppet with slack 
strings. And she certainly smiled and 
laughed out loud when the royalty 
scepter stood tall, full-up like a proud 
conquering warrior! She also enjoyed 
his soft, large female breasts, 
snuggling her face against them, and 


feeling comforted like a child. 


137 


Hypatia found the King so unusual, 
comfortable and fun-to-be-with, 

she could not refuse his invitation. 

Old Earth orgies were often hedonistic 
sex-party debaucheries, like getting 
blind drunk for the fun of it, with no 
further intentions. Old Earth orgies 
were generally groups of casual 
acquaintances, or complete strangers, 
fucking like bunnies for two or three 
hours in two, three or more rooms in a 
comfortable house or bondage hotel. 
All for the sake of personal sexual 
satisfaction with oral sex, vaginal 
intercourse, anal play, bondage, roleplay, 
and more. Those kinds of orgies 

seem childish, a waste of time, and just 
plain stupid to the average citizens of 
Vega Prime. An orgy on Vega Prime is 
a well-planned opportunity to create 
deeper love between people who are 
already lovers, or best friends. 

Six to twenty people gather in a cozy 
place, indoors or outdoors for various 


sexual play. 
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Often one or two guests 

are invited, new bodies for everyone in 
the core group to enjoy. The guests 

are no random strangers. 

The intention is to welcome-in potential 
new lovers, candidates to join the core 
group. The guests are most often lovers of 
one of the core members, and may 
become part of the core group. Every 
choice, every action, every act of 
participation and non-participation is a 
personal choice of free will by the 
people involved. This is how people 
behave when they love each other. 

Free will is the most important element 
of every loving relationship. 

There is no lack of party spirit and 
playful fun, but everything occurs in a 
environment of shared loved and 
shared joy. With an eye toward 
building relationships. 

Fuck em and forget 'em behavior is 
considered unimaginably rude and 


hopeless immature. 
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Obviously, the Vega orgies are miles 
away from drunken debauchery of 
orgies where no one in the room has 
any serious loving interest in any other 
person in the room. T he only reason 
for being there is personal, and entirely 
selfish sexual pleasure. The 
Hermaphrodite King explained all this 
to Hypatia who believed the word 
“orgy” referred only to the shallow 
debauchery-style forms of group sex. 
She never read in books, nor watched 
a theatrical presentation of any sort, 
which described the loving, cheerful, 
friendly and on-going romances of 
Vega-style orgies. 


All the more reason to go visit! 


The Autumnal Equinox Orgy is an 

annual event presented by the Royal 

Gardener of the Household of Queen 

Delonia. (Every few years, the Queen 

herself attends, and to enjoy a lovely 

romp in her gardens.) The climate of Vega Prime 
allows lovely bright-colored autumn leaves to 


decorate the garden paths, while the 
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air temperature remains a cozy 70- to 
80-degrees Fahrenheit. Naked, or 

nearly naked humans stroll among low 
hedges and conifers of many kinds. 

Several covered gazebos, contain beds 

and love-seats on which lover may 

recline to visit or play. There are also 

cabins, with interior spaces warmly 
designed; sitting rooms with trays of 

fruit, cheeses, breads and many tasty 

entree dishes. Divans, large futons, and 

beds large enough to accommodate 

four to six people are available within 

the cabins. Chamber music plays in 

several locations, live performers, a 

string quartet here; a solo erhu player 

there. In design and decoration 

nothing has been left to chance. 

Artistry thrives. Artistry of many kinds 
provides an uplifting backdrop to many sexual 
activities. The King points out a 12-foot-high 
bronze sculpture of himself in grove of cedar trees. 
Two honey-colored girls cast in gold, 

and one boy cast in copper are enjoying the 
aroused attributes of the King, and he 


is smiling down at them. 
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The King's erection rises above his vaginal lips as 
a carved shaft of lime-green jade. 
The copper boy is kissing the wide-open 


vaginal lips. 


Hypatia spent the first half hour with 
the King, and by then was entirely 
comfortable mingling, and having sex 
with her new acquaintances. A 
husband and wife from Proxima 
Centauri held her attention for most of 
an hour, as they fondled and cuddled 
in a gazebo concealed from the yard 
by trellis of thick ivy. She had exquisite 
orgasms as both the man and the 
woman licked and sucked her vaginal 
folds. The man invited her to hold his 
modest-size erection in her mouth, 
and asked if he might spurt cream 
onto her erect nipples. Breathlessly, 
she replied, “Oh, yes please! You are 
the most polite and diplomatic army 


drill sergeant I have ever met!” 
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It is accurate to say, female 
philosopher-mathematicians in far 
quadrants of the Universe do not meet 
many army drill sergeants. Regardless, 


we learn from this encounter: 
A person's private life may hold little 


resemblance to their professional 


career nor their public persona. 
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Testament of Tracy 


My name is Tracy Swift. I am the girl in Zebulon, North 
Carolina, the happy girl Alexander pumped in the ass on his 
first visit to North Carolina. At the time, Billy Nordquist was 
looking to join the Sacred Followers Lodge in Zebulon. Tina 
and Susie were both initiated Followers before Billy and I 
came into the Lodge. Susie told me she sucked Billy for a long, 
long time that first time Billy joined the Rituals. That sucking 
was going on while Alexander was inside me. I could not help 
myself. I had fallen in love with Alexander within one week, 
and I needed to have him in my booty. And other kinds of sex 
was not good enough for me, with this beautiful, tender, 


elderly gentlemen, and his wacky sex cult! 


During my second or third meeting of our Lodge, I remember 
Bill had a wonderful time eating both Tina and Susie, while 
Kim sucked Billy's lovely, long cock. He came in Kim's mouth, 
and she swallowed his semen, with a big smile on her face. I 
love Kim's dimples, when she smiles. I had more orgasms in 
that one week with Alexander, than I had experienced in the 
previous four years. Now, at 26 years old I am grateful for 
every single moment I spent with Alexander, and every single 
moment I spend with the Brothers and Sisters of my Lodge. 


The six Lodge members have become my second family. 


144 


It is important for people to understand, I love my own family, 
my birth brothers and sisters, my parents and grand-parents, 
and my aunts, uncles and twelve cousins! I love my husband, 
and my five-year old little boy, Benjamin. I have a 

normal family life, with picnics and potty-training, with dogs 
and cats, and cars which work and cars which do not work. I 
have that normal life, and normal sex with my husband, and 

I have my spiritual sex life and my extended sexual 


family in the Lodge of the Followers of Saint Alexander. 


My husband knows all about my participation in the Lodge, 
and has no interest in joining. It is all too sexual and, in his 
words “creepy and pagan” for him. I am very lucky he is OK 
with me being a Follower, and he gives me no grief over 

it in anyway. I know he prefers I would not have sex with 
other men. And I think he gets a thrill from the thought of me 
having sex with other women. He has met Susie and Tina, and 
I think he would love to fuck them, if he only allowed himself 
to do so. His own Christian Baptist upbringing gets in the way, 
and holds him back. The things we do in our Lodge are far 
outside the imaginations of the good Christians in his church, 


and in most churches in North Carolina. 
Being fully aware of the moral stance of my neighbors, and 


the moral stance of my husband, I keep most of the details of 


my religion to myself. 
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Iam nothing like the LGBTQs, wanting to put on colorful 
parades, and get everyone's attention. I do not need other 
people's approval. I live my life the way I wish to live my life, 
and I have no need to make a big deal about it. I have no need 
to convince my “moral” neighbors of anything at all. They 


have their religion. And I have a completely different religion. 


To each his own. As I said, I am grateful my husband accepts 
my choices, and never attempts to shut me down. Truthfully, 
he could never shut me down. I would divorce him with no 
regrets if he ever tried to shut me down, or demanded I 
change my form of worship. Of course, we do not talk about 
my Lodge at family barbeques, and never mention swallowing 
sacred semen when we are at the Country Club playing golf. 
We use simple common sense, and discretion in what we 
share with our friends and neighbors. Our family and friends 
know I attend some witchcraft or occult social club, and since 
most of them love the Harry Potter stories, they are entirely 
OK with me dabbling in witchcraft. There is a long tradition 
of witchcraft in the Carolinas, across New England and the 
Southern States. If we behaved like LGBTQs, newly out of the 
closet, and demanding the whole world get on-board with 
their sexuality, we would bring holy wrath and eternal 
damnation, the wages of sin, blasphemy and all the other 
Christian prompted nonsense crashing down into our front 


yard. 
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We have the good sense to avoid all that, simply by keeping 
our mouths shut, and going about our daily lives, just as 
other people go about their daily lives. I do not need to know 
what my neighbors do in their bedrooms, and they do not 
need to know what I do in my Sacred Lodge, with the Sacred 


Followers of Saint Alexander. 


Our Sacred Lodge is located near the Walmart Supercenter. 
We are conveniently located, so I often go grocery shopping 
on the way home, after I have had bursts of sacred semen on 
my face and in my mouth. After I have had one boy in my 
mouth, and one boy in my vagina, and Susie or Tina have 
eaten my pussy. After multiple orgasms, I am in a good mood, 
and ready to go home. Ready to make a good meal for my 
family. Ready to read bedtime stories to my boy, and soak in 
the hot tub with my husband. On the days I visit Lodge, my 
husband knows I will be home by 6pm, and cooking him one 
of his favorite meals. He often gets the table ready and 
prepares salad and dessert. In this way, my Lodge days are 
special days for my family. Both my husband and my son look 
forward to those evenings. And I am tired by 10pm. I sleep 


well and sleep peacefully. 


Also, it is important for people to understand, I love my 


husband very much. 
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And he receives all the sexual pleasure he expects and 
deserves. My sexual pleasure at Lodge does not diminish by 
joy with my own husband in my own house. I have as much 
enthusiasm for him as I do for my Sacred Brothers and 
Sisters. He knows this. Even while the Sacred Followers of 
Saint Alexander remain far outside his imagination, he is 
certain my love for him is permanent and joyful. He is not 
being replaced by any of the other people in my life, and 

his importance in my life is not diminished in any way by my 


religion, nor by my sexual relationships with other people. 


It takes a grown-up to understand and accept the kind of life I 
live. Previous ideas about sexual fidelity and romantic jealousy 
become as obsolete as rotary dial telephones and VHS home 
video cassettes. Some things serve no purpose, when new 
ideas or better ideas come along. The same is true of social 
and sexual behaviors. Fidelity and romantic jealousy serve no 
useful purpose in my life, and no essential purpose in my 
husband's life. He still holds to some youthful fantasies about 
me being his one and only sexual partner, but he is a 
grown-up about it, and will probably drop those longings 


after awhile. 
I do not criticize people who are happy with the older ways, 


happy with sexual fidelity, or have some innate need for 


monogamy. Monogamy works very well for some people. 
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I am not one of those people. And I have specific reasons 

why that way of life is not possible, and not desirable for me. I 
do not say my way of life is for everyone. I know I am way off 
the scale of acceptable behavior in the minds of tens of 
thousands of people. I do not require them to sign-up for my 
way of life. And I have no reason to sign-up for their way of 
life. My way of life suits me, and allows me to be fully satisfied 
in all aspects of my existence. I enjoy my body, my mind, my 
spiritual experiences, in addition to the usual satisfactions of 
family life, and stable relations with family, friends and 


neighbors. 


I have not spoken about money. Clearly the Lodges of the 
Sacred Followers of Saint Alexander would not exist without 
the multimillion dollar donations from Anon.donor. Some 
people will look at this with suspicion, thinking perhaps, 
Anon.donor has some long-term evil agenda behind his 
support of the Sacred Followers. I have met the man, and seen 
the account books. Our bank account information is available 
to all initiated members of the Lodges. Any one of us who 
wants to know the details of the finances and assets of the 
Sacred Followers of Saint Alexander, or each individual Lodge, 
has access to that information. Our Grand Lodge and 
individual Lodges have no reason to cook-the-books, or hide 


any assets. 
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Also, we are not set up like many past cults, that is, for the 
purpose of making money and putting a few people in charge 
of the lives of the followers. We do not do that here. We have 
no reason to do that here. Because we have no need for 
money, we have no need to con people, and no need to seduce 
people into some ridiculous form of slavery for the sake of the 
vanity and ego of our leaders. Those things have been 
standard procedure in many cults, and given cults a bad 


name. 


Truthfully, some of our biggest cults, and most widely 
accepted cults con more people out of more money than any 
religious or sex cult. We call our widely accepted cults, the 
Democratic and the Republican Parties in the United 

States. They act like cults, pushing specific agendas, and 
gathering hundreds of millions of dollars, and tens of 
thousands of faithful followers. Our huge political cults, cause 
more trouble in the lives of more people than any little half- 
ass sex cult could ever do. The big political cults push 
inaccurate versions of reality on entire populations, and waste 
billions of dollars on State and Federal elections. Money which 
would be better spend on improving local schools. Or repair 
roads. Or repair bridges. Our political cults pass laws, or 
avoid passing laws, based on what the cult leaders want most 


in this or that election year. 


lo 


The laws often have little to do with improving our 
civilization, and nothing at all to do with improving the daily 
lives of hundreds of millions of citizens. The cult leaders 
decide what they want to do, and push that agenda on 
hundreds of millions of people. Usually, this is about making 
money for a small group of people, at the expense of hundreds 


of millions of people. 


I am aware, many people do not consider the Democratic and 
Republican Parties national political cults. But they sure look 
that way to me. As with my sexual religious preferences, I am 
not telling other people what to think or what to do, nor 
saying the wonderful political cult they belong to is a 

huge fraud. Many people enjoy being part of those huge 
political cults. It makes them feel they have some control over 
their lives, and some influence on what State and Federal 


governments do, and do not do. To each their own. 


During my lifetime, during my short 26 years, it seems to me, 
most State and Federal governments, in the U.S. and elsewhere 
around the world, do exactly what the cult leaders want to do. 
With or without the approval of their citizens. Leaders appear 
to respond, only when thousands of citizens show up in the 


streets protesting for this or that cause. 
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Why are leaders so oblivious and unconcerned about public 
opinion, until public anger becomes a crisis, with thousands 
of citizens marching in the streets? Some nations simply do 
not care at all, as in China. As in Hong Kong, where the street 
protest leaders are put in jail. Or financially destroyed. Our 
own leaders in the U.S., Canada and some countries in Europe 
are slightly more subtle in their suppression of dissent. Our 
cult leaders use tools of mass propaganda, leading many 
young people to believe protesting in the streets, or protesting 
at all, is a waste of time. The propaganda creates obedient, 
submissive economic slaves, tens of millions of economic 


slaves under the age of 30. 


I need to say: That is not the kind of civilization I wish to live 
in. People who have trouble accepting cults like the Sacred 
Followers of Saint Alexander, should take a close look at their 
own political cults. And ask themselves, who exactly do they 
want in charge of the big decisions which effect millions of 
lives. Are they willing to go along with the agendas of their 


own cult leaders? 
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Forest 
songs 


Forest Song no. 1 
1. Oneness exists beyond the manipulation of human minds. 


2. Economics, politics, social structures, science, the building 
of cities and nations, what people eat, what people wear, what 
music people play, what art and machines people create~~ all 
these exist within the Oneness. 


3. The creations of humans often obscure or annihilate accurate 
perceptions and accurate understanding of reality. Reality and 
Oneness exist without regard for what people think or say 
about reality and Oneness. Like stars and galaxies, these are 
self-defined. 


4. Each individual person is an essential living cell in the living 
body of the Cosmos. Therefore, each person is connected to all 
other living things, and even connected to inanimate things. 


5. Separateness from other people, separateness from the living 
Cosmos 1s an illusion, and inaccurate understanding of reality. 


6. Powerful people enjoy the illusion of separateness, because 
the illusion allows them to push other people around, to make 
slaves, to brutalize slaves, to eat-up the lives of millions of 
people and kill them. 


7. Powerful people sleep well at night only because they have 
no understanding of Oneness. The more they understand, the 
less they sleep. For this reason, clear thinking is discouraged by 
propaganda. 


8. Never trust a powerful person who says: “I care about 
you.” Listen closely to the powerful people who say: “I 
truly do not care about you at all. I get things done, to 
benefit myself, my family and my friends. The rest of 
you are means to that end.” 
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Forest Song no. 2 


1. Religions are inventions of creative human minds. No 
existing religion contains the Oneness; no existing religion 
accurately describes Cosmic cause-and-effect. Philosophy, 
science and technologies are even less useful for creating 
accurate perceptions. 


2. Religions are glorious attempts to understand the Oneness, 
and communicate such understanding to millions of people. 
Religions should be praised and applauded for that noble effort. 


3. Religions should not be believed. Belief is for people who 
lack spiritual experience. With spiritual experience, belief 
becomes fact. 


4. Never trust an honest man. Any human who declares 
themselves to be honest, honestly does not accurately know 
themselves. Better to trust a man who knows he is a lair. 


5. The Doctrines of Roscoe Forthright are no better than any 
other religion or spiritual philosophies. These doctrines are not 
to be trusted. 


6. Trust the man who knows he is a liar; the man who speaks 
truth accurately, even while most often being a liar. Most great 
men have the ability to lie effectively and effortlessly, over 
long periods of time. 


7. Many methods evoke spiritual experiences. Even well- 
written fiction can open a spiritual imagination. Fiction is as 
good as documented facts when used to stimulate one's 
imagination. Use whatever works. Your honest imagination 1s 
more useful than most well-written, nationally broadcast lies. 


8. Do not demand accurate descriptions of reality from your 
political leaders. They are unfamiliar with that concept. The 
most useful descriptions of reality will come from your own 
personal, spiritual experience, as you strive toward Oneness. 
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Forest Song no. 3 


1. Enjoyed fully, male and female orgasms may open the 
Cosmic Gate, your individual self merging with the Oneness. 


2. Enjoyed superficially, male and female orgasms may be 
pleasant and satisfying, with no further value. 


3. Enjoyed as a function of vanity, male and female orgasms 
hold no viable meaning at all, and are simply a waste of time. 


4. Enjoyed as a biological function, a necessity like food and 
water, male and female orgasms may or may not create babies, 
as a random accident or as a deliberate intention. 


5. Each individual adult person decides what their orgasms will 
do, or not do. There exists a wide spectrum of opportunities. 
Tens of thousands of people function far below their 
intellectual and spiritual capacity, far below the innate capacity 
of their DNA. 


6. To forward the evolution of humankind, tens of millions of 
people must learn to value their orgasms, not wasting them like 
chewed gum to be spit out and forgotten. 


7. The Rites and Doctrines of Roscoe Forthright are one way to 
increase spiritual awareness, to add spiritual value to adult 
orgasms. 


8. Without a growth of spiritual awareness, without fiery 
recognition of Oneness, millions of humans will 
continue to sleepwalk in darkness, and remain slaves to 
the uninspiring ideas of mediocre minds. Powerful 
people enjoy forcing their mediocre ideas on other 
people, and would control billions of lives if they could. 
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Forest Song no. 4 


1. Rejoice! When love juices, female nectar or male cream 
invigorate your thirsty tongue! Savor the salty taste of creation! 


2. Rejoice! When semen gushes from an erect phallus! When a 
female orgasm makes vaginal folds puffy and tender! 


3. Rejoice! In the Oneness made possible by exquisite physical 
joys! Worship your lover's sacred aroused and aching flesh! 


4. Hear the Divine Wisdom! Hear Oneness within the Lion's 
Roar (the sound of an orgasm,) your own male or female voice 
is a song of sparrows, warblers, wrens and forest thrushes, of 
eagles, osprey, elk and deer. 


5. Speak the Divine Wisdom! You have experienced Divine 
Joy. With language, tenderness and deliberate love, share your 
joy with other grown-ups. No spiritual advantage occurs with 
teenage orgasms. 


6. Savor the Divine Wisdom! Orgasms which bring Oneness 
are feasts of celebration. Let your tongue dance to each spice, 
flavor, texture, aromatic and visual joy~~ remember all these 
joys! 

7. Perpetuate the Divine Wisdom! Offer yourself frequently to 
your lover! Learn precisely each erotic gesture to sustain each 
arousal. Rejoice, and practice these joys like a musical 
instrument. 


8. Teach the Divine Wisdom! You have experienced 
Oneness. Compose your own verses to communicate 
your knowledge and joy. Tens of thousands of adult 
men and women live in a spiritual vacuum, longing-for, 
but finding no useful doctrines. 
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Forest Song no. 5 


1. Used with skill, 21st Century dildos and vibrators are 
religious tools, equal to the Crucifix, the Six-Pointed Star and 
the Pentacle. 


2. Used with skill, a masturbatory hand strokes an erect phallus 
with the sacred precision of The Lord's Prayer: “Our Father in 
heaven, hallowed be your name. Your kingdom come, your will 
be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily 
bread, and forgive us our debts, as we also have forgiven our 
debtors. And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from 
evil.” Gushing semen is as good as daily bread. 


3. Used with skill, a sexual prayer evokes spiritual energy 
equal to the energy of a non-sexual prayer. Sexual prayers are 
the prerogative of grown-ups. And my be used when lesser 
prayers are ineffective. 


4. Who will deliver the Sacred Teachings? 
5. What words will best communicate Divine Truth? 


6. When will each evangelist be prepared to discuss Oneness, 
and accurately describe the paths to Oneness. 


7. How will the sexual doctrines be received within the 
obsessively secular sexual minds of 21st Century men and 
women? 


8. Where will each evangelist find the most receptive 
audience for the Forest Songs? 
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Forest Song no. 6 


1. Forest thrushes sing because they cannot remain silent. 
Seekers of Oneness sing because they have heard thrushes sing. 
Tell me what you have learned. 


2. The Sexual Path toward Oneness includes ten million non- 
sexual joys. Watch a seal catch a salmon, watch an orca catch a 
seal, watch a man or a woman watching the salmon, the seal 
and the orca. Tell me what you have learned. 


3. When deer enter my yard to eat clover or the tender buds on 
low branches, I do not say, “Stop that! You must pay for that 
privilege!” ~~ Powerful people demand such payment from 
other humans, as if that demand were reasonable. Tell me what 
you have learned. 


4. The hummingbird who forgot to fly south for the winter, 
finds warmth in my garage, and I fed him sugar-water. The bird 
pleases me. His gorget, the shimmering patch of iridescent 
feathers on his throat pleases me. His three to four year life 
span, so much shorter than my own, I can afford to be 
generous. 7e/ll me what you have learned. 


5. The Canadian geese who never forget to fly south, cooperate 
with each other to make sure everyone is safe and fed. Humans 
often ignore each other, not caring when many in the same 
flock, in the same town, in the same nation, are not safe or fed. 
Tell me what you have learned. 


6. A King Bolete mushroom pushes up through hard soil 
under cedar trees, rising to full glory within two days. 
Within a week, often these mushrooms are consumed 
by insects and their larvae, or banana slugs. The short 
life of the King Bolete exists to produce food for other 
species, including a few lucky humans. Tell me what 
you have learned. 
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Our Sun, the star of our solar system, combusts at a safe 
distance, and cares nothing at all about the our wars, 
our nations, our political leaders, nor our religions and 
spiritual philosophies. No life on Earth would exist 
without solar combustion, and the Star asks nothing in 
return. It truly does not care what we do or say, or how 
we live or how we die. It combusts because it cannot 
remain dark. Tell me what you have learned. 


You have told me all you have learned, and I reply 
with further information: “All you have learned is one 
grain of sand on the bottom of the Mariana Trench, 
almost seven miles below the surface of one ocean on 
one small planet in one small galaxy. The Oneness 
demands further effort from your sacred creative 


imagination.. 
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